ITS OK TO 
NOT WANT 
TO EXIST, 


AS LONG AS 
YOUR STILL 


EXISTING. 
EWAN KEITH DRIVER 





....am so tired, | have to tame my mind before | get too 
frustrated 

Can't go back in time to change in someone's eyes 
That | was not something to play with 





It's too hard to explain, I'm not helpful 


It's my body and I'm trying to hate you ‘cause | want to 

It's my body and I'm trying to while everybody loves you 

It's my body and I'm trying to forgive you, | don't want to 

It's my body and it hates you, why does everybody love you? 


Sometimes | close my eyes amidst the dancing lights 
When it feels too wild for breathing 





Try not to think about it so insane, I'm so used to my nightmares 
It's okay 'til it's not and I'm back there 





It's my body and I'm trying to while everybody loves you 





It's my body and it hates you, why does everybody love you? 


Why does everybody love you? 
They don't know enough about you 
Do they know that | regret you? 

Do they know | shouldn't have to? 
Why does everybody love you? 
They don't know enough about you 
Do they know that | regret you? 

Do they know | shouldn't have to? 


Charlotte Lawerence - Everybody Loves You 
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Introduction 


In light of the time span that this project has encapsulated - a relatively 
short time of 2 months - and the decision to produce an accompanying 
publication having been made in the last two weeks of the project, 
using research and material that | was previously unfamiliar with, | 
would like to start this work off by stating that the following document 
is an act of initial discursive inquiry into these chosen topics. 
Therefore, nothing you are about to read is in any way “complete”, nor 
conclusive. Some thought patterns might be undeveloped, referencing 
and academic standard is relatively inconsistent, and I’m honestly, 
honestly, honestly, trying my damn best. Given the relative oblivion that 
the title of this document implies, you could also infer that the 
conclusion of this document will not be particularly affirming. 


(1 don’t know what the conclusion of this document will be, as I’m 
writing this introduction, FYI. | don’t even know if there is one.) 


But | would like to acknowledge the initial contradiction that comes up - 
that the concept of a supposed non-existence, the supposed non- 
existence that this document attempts to live in (both conceptually and 
in-situ) might have the opposite effect - in that it might be affirming of 
your own existence. This is a contradiction that this document will not 
endeavour to resolve at this point, merely explore. Through an 
embodied analysis of a scene from the film Sound of Metal, 
explorations of texts such as The Faggots and Their Friends Between 
Revolutions, a 1977 utopian queer fantasy novel, Audre Lorde’s work 
The Uses of Anger and Uses of The Erotic: The Erotic as Power, and an 
analysis of the work of Mark Aguhar and post-humous readings of her 
work and a defined notion of ‘urgent self-care’ in relation to her work, | 
want to explore these contradictions. | want to live fully and whole-ly in 
them. 


There is an attached film with this work that | have linked at the end of 
this publication. There is no preferred order for viewing. Neither is 
there a preferred order for how this publication should be consumed - 
but in many ways, | regard it as a series of experiential texts that 
proceeds chronologically, and | would hope that consuming it in this 
way would allow you to see the journey that writing it put me on. 


| don’t practice affirmations, in my quotidian life. Maybe in saying all of 
this, | am indeed providing a form of affirmation. That is, an affirmation 
from myself, to myself, from myself. Maybe in aligning myself with an 
intentionally discursive discourse, a discourse that is decidedly 
neurodivergent in spirit, | can endeavour to reject the minoritarian 
position that fat-aligned people often find themselves in - of always 
working towards the fullness, the full complexity, the full consideration. 
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| remember the last time | did something like this. | felt the pressure, 
the chaos, the rage, the power, the hyper-focusing and the hyper- 
activity the way | do now. It was like an obsession. | didn’t sleep, 
worked for endless nights on this particular presentation. It was my life 
and work, literally a discursive essay on my naked body - the way | 
remember it, about 6 people came when it came down to it. I’m not sure 
if | should feel this, but the bitterness rages inside me still. | hate 
being this way. 


Really, | hate being in generation, this thing | am in - continual 
creation. A lot of it feels uncontrollable, unmanageable. There is a huge 
part of me that just wants to forget everything and all of this and leave 
it behind. | might be on the way to doing that. The attached film is part 
of my attempt to do so - Imagine your at a crossroads right now, and 
you can go down one street (the fullness, the complexity, the 
dysregulation), or you can go down another (the stillness, the silence, 
the re-regulation). 


I’ve spent my whole life in the proverbial future - one foot in front of 
the other. Literally, when | was a child | would read books as | crossed 
the street, my head down, trusting the way forward would be free of 
danger. | used to walk in front of traffic by mistake because | would be 
too absorbed in the imaginative landscapes that the world in the book 
would bring forth. 


| remember the way my heart pounded in my chest when the real world 
took hold over me, when my father dragged me back onto the pavement 
- later on, in secondary school, | was pushed into traffic one day, 
almost killed and | don’t know if I’ve ever lost myself in another world 
like that since. So, in writing this all down, entering that mode of 
continual generation, perhaps | am bringing myself back to that position 
of faith, that inner child, who was trusting and full of faith and 
imagination. | trust that the way forward will be free of danger. | trust 
that | am free to experience - that | can put my head down and get to W 
OR K. 


See you on the other side, 
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1. ON 
ANGER 


“\..Ruben sits on a bench in front of a cathedral square as the sounds 
of tourists, flocking pigeons, children, coalesce in a crazy horrible 
cacophony. Then, to add to the chorus the church bells start ringing. 
Their clanging slams at Ruben’s brain. The world around him is a 
crazy chaotic mess. His first impulse is rage. He reaches up and 
removes the devices from his ears. Everything goes instantly silent. He 
breathes. The morning sun breaks over the slate on the steeple. He 
breathes again, something shifts, his eyes fall over the many moments 
around him, no longer abrasive, they each have a singular, silent 
beauty. He looks up at the church bells as they swing silently back and 
forth..." 


This is how the screenplay for the 2019 film Sound of Metal ends. In 
the context of the film, | found it particularly striking as it positioned 
the concept of silence as directly oppositional to the main character - 
Reuben’s - goal throughout the film - which was to regain his hearing 
and continue his career as a heavy metal drummer. Upon witnessing 
the scene in front of the cathedral square - able to hear at this point 
using his implants, which provide a sense of hearing, albeit distorted 
and filtered and extremely uncomfortable, the film describes what he is 
hearing as a ‘crazy horrible cacophony’. The scene before him, 
something completely normal and ordinary in day to day life, is turned 
into a ‘crazy chaotic mess’. He begins to feel rage - a very prevalent 
emotion throughout the film. Indeed, from an outsiders perspective, it 
could argue that his main form of expression before this life-altering 
event - heavy metal music - is a form of rage. That is not to dismiss or 
disavow this form of anger. In an interview with Polar Music, the co- 
founder of Metallica, James Hatfield - was asked about the anger that 
can be found in his music and lyrics and he responded: 


"| think the anger comes from family of origin, a feeling of not being 
heard, a feeling of manipulation, probably still a teenager in here 
somewhere that's still sorting out some past issues — you know, 

parents, upbringing, things like that. So there is that, but | think a lot of 
itis a defence mechanism — it is.” 


| find this quote particularly fascinating as it illuminates the relative 
feeling of ‘stuckness’ or, indeed, ’defensiveness’ that anger itself can 
illuminate. Anger is described as part of ‘origin’, of ‘not being heard’, 
as a ‘feeling of manipulation’...it is described as a ‘defence 
mechanism’, a wall, a barrier, protection from ‘parents...upbringing’. 


These issues are described as past issues, in other words, they are not 
active and present in this mans day to day life. In other words, they are 
ghosts - remnants from the past that have an affect on the present. | 
think it’s important to note that tapping into this ‘past’ has been the 
source of much creativity, productivity and undeniable success for this 
particular person - Metallica are one of the most successful bands in 
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the entire world, with over 125 million records sold. What | find 
interesting is that despite all of this success, he still identifies it as an 
issue in his interpersonal life. Later in the interview, he says: 


‘Even when my kids scare me, or someone tickles me, | get angry. 
That’s my first reaction to things, so it’s my default.” 


In this statement, he identifies two important aspects regarding the 
production of this anger - acceptance and consequence. He accepts 
that this is, right now at least, and maybe always, will be his ‘default’ - 
his first resort and instinctual baseline. In the usage of the word ‘even’, 
he also acknowledges that getting angry when someone tickles him or 
his kids try and scare him is not coherent or aligned with what is 
actually happening. In connecting this behaviour to his previous 
rationalisations regarding the production of his anger, he aligns himself 
with this prevalent and illuminating truth: That anger can so easily 
bleed into your interpersonal relationships, becoming your ‘first 
reaction’ to everything. It can so easily colour in, change meanings, 
create new narratives and new ways of being and relating to the world 
that doesn’t always conform to logic, reason or physical space. 


In my film UNTITLED [GARDEN], | say that “/ think the anger kept me 
warm, kept me going.’. In the same way that Hatfield does, in the same 
way that Ruben did at the beginning of Sound of Metal, | identify this 
feeling of anger as a feeling of activity, of creativity, of generation. 
Audre Lorde, in her revolutionary text The Uses of Anger: Women 
responding to Racism, presented at a Women’s Studies Conference in 
1981 writes that: 


“Anger is loaded with information and energy...Focused with precision it 
can become a powerful source of energy serving progress and change” 


It's this change that Audre dedicated most of her writing life to, and in 
this remarkable essay lays out the foundation for her anger, her 
creative interpretation of it, the singular way forward, and blistering 
lays bare her audiences insecurities, dysregulation, and racist 
behaviours. She also acknowledges the perils of both navigating 
towards and away from your anger, writing: 


“When we turn from anger we turn from insight, saying we will accept 
only the designs already known, deadly and safely familiar. | have tried 
to learn my anger’s usefulness to me, as well as its limitations.” 


Connecting anger to insight is important and indeed, revolutionary to 
the radical black feminist consciousness she is trying to awaken in all 
of us. But she also acknowledges that her anger has limitations, and 
while this particular essay doesn’t do much in service of illuminating 
this particular point, the fact that it has limits, that it is a road with an 
ending, a tool with a use, with many many uses, a limit, a boundary, a 
line, is telling enough, and for me raises plenty of new questions about 
not only the validity of a// of our anger in particular, but the 
transformative possibilities that our anger can entail and carry us to, us 
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two. “/ think the anger kept me warm, kept me going”, | say, “| have 
suckled the wolf’s lip of anger and | have used it for illumination, 
laughter, protection, fire in places where there was no light, no food, no 
sisters, no quarter.” Audre says. 


| find much clarity in Audre’s words, in a similar manner to how I’m sure 
at least some of the mostly white audience present for the delivery of 
this text does. Part of Audre’s connections to anger is towards guilt and 
its potential use. | have thought a lot about guilt this past year, about 
how my interpersonal conflicts, givings, receiving’s and witnessing’s 
have both informed and coloured this new phase of my life, and how 
guilt itself has often felt incoherent and distorted. | wondered if guilt 
was something that has allowed me in parts to maintain the modes of 
domination that have served me at particular points in life. 


The thing is, guilt feels serviceable and valuable, to a point, and then it 
just doesn’t seem to go. An unwelcome visitor, a stowaway on the 
journey ahead. And | was unclear about this period of transition, of 
transformation, for a good amount of time, and | thought | had to feel 
these guilts for the rest of my life, as a punishment of sorts, a cross to 
bear privately until | realised this simple truth: Let go of things that do 
not serve you anymore. 


Just like that, right? 


But | still couldn’t, not truly. The other day | cried in the office to my 
therapist naming the things | was guilty for. Before | had felt it was 
eating me into silence, then | felt as if it was something | had let go of 
but had refused to leave - a ghost who won't leave until you speak their 
name, name their true form, name their use. Through this 
conceptualisation of guilt, | felt like a ghost - that is to say, nearly and 
perhaps past the point of death. 


On the use of guilt, Audre says bluntly - ‘/ have no creative use for 
guilt, yours or my own’. She identifies guilt, therefore, not necessarily 
as useless, just without use, without creative use. For her, guilt is just 
‘another name for impotence’ - that is, static, unchanging, unrenewing. 
In her words, the ‘ultimate protection for changelessness’. This is in 
response to her directed audience when she delivered The Uses of 
Anger - white women, widely known to use guilt as a tool to shroud and 
cloud themselves from their own permissibility and participation in 
upholding white supremacy. Guilt is therefore, expanding on her words, 
not just impotent, and changeless, but in extraordinarily, perhaps not 
even real. 


What | understand Audre as poetically trying to infer to her chosen 
audience is that the performance of guilt might function as a social tool 
for obscuring or upholding cultural norms and expectations surrounding 
supremacy, domination, and continuation of the status quo. Much in the 
same way Anger keeps me warm, perhaps guilt kept me cold - 
unfeeling, un-connecting, un-being. 
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However, she complicates (or perhaps transforms) this reading later on 
by identifying guilt as not being ‘...a response to anger; it is a response 
to ones own actions or lack of action. If it leads to change then it can 
be useful, since it is no longer guilt but the beginning of knowledge’. It 
is no longer guilt - which is to say, while guilt might have been real, in 
that it’s the beginning of the road, it re-obscures itself once it changes 
its form and speaks its true name. See it, speak its name, name its true 
form. 


It is no longer guilt. 
It is no longer guilt. It is no longer guilt. 


| know this, we all know this, really, from many voices, not just 
Audre’s - the beginning of knowledge is a painful and dangerous place 
to occupy. Knowledge is difficulty, understanding, affect, effect, 
communication, boundaries, consent. It is hard conversations and 
sudden realisations, painful truths and liberating boundaries. 
Knowledge is fire. Often described as a ‘fire’, that is to say, it is 
uncontrollable, loud, bright, dangerous. Fire is also rebirth, renewal, 
and an essential component of creation. Its symptom, that with 
announces and is connected to its arrival, is smoke - which is clouding, 
obscuring, suffocating, deathly, often impenetrable, and rises right to 
the top of a building - a structure - an institution. 


Between the ages of 22-23, | practically lived in the fire. Sometimes it 
almost consumed me. It’s safe to say during this period | found a lot of 
things to grieve. | lost many things but in some cases, the loss and the 
abandonment | felt was nothing compared to relief and the lightness | 
felt in the days after, when the sun inevitably rose back up again. ‘For 
anger between peers births change, not destruction, and the discomfort 
and sense of loss it often causes is not fatal, but a sign of growth. ’, 
Audre says. | walked up the hill to my dealer’s house and | thought that 
| was going to vomit, and when the sun rose the next day, | was shaky 
and clouded, but in my body, | realised all the good in what had 
transpired, and it helped me up, back up that hill, another hill, a 
different hill, a better hill. 


Out of the fire. 
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| remembered | had said no for the first time, one of the first times, and 
realised another simple truth - that in not naming my boundaries when | 
had felt them being violated, | had violated them myself, over and over 
again, time and time again. There’s no coming back from that really. So 
| said |N|O}. And all it took was one time because | had let the dam build 
up, let the pressure mount, so when | said |N|\Oj, that one time | had 
really felt it, | mean really felt it, deep within my body and my bones, it 
had become so revelatory, so painful, so imbued with the violence | had 
put into my own body and the energy that flowed between the bodies of 
the people | had affected. 






































Part of me, a large part, wishes | had stopped it before it ever got to 
that point. 


I’m sure we always do. 

| sit on another hill, days, years, months, after that incident. | affirm to 
myself - never again. I’m not sure if | really mean it, know how to mean 
it, even Know what it means, but | know | can try now. The beginning of 
knowledge. The anger. The fire. The anger. The fire. 


Fuck. 
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HOW 
ARE YOU 
FEELING 

ABOUT 


AN EXCERPT FROM UNTITLED [GARDEN] 


| feel...there’s this profound emptiness. Maybe at the way it occurred. 
Defiantly at the way it ended. And | think it was one of those things that 
really spun out of control, in that sense of that | opened the window to 
something that | didn’t fully understand. And in making it, | think | 
understood it a lot more. But understanding it meant that | had to grasp it, 
really take hold of it, own it, even when it became difficult, or controversial 
to. And that feeling, it feels like nothing else | have felt before. | think the 
anger kept me warm, kept me going, when everything else was cold and 
dead to me. Anger feels good, it feels right, and anger is good, | think. But 
this anger was such a wickedly internal situation that | don’t think...| don’t 
think it was leading me to peace. | don’t know if peace is really part of my 
repertoire. | want it to be. But if peace means loving those who you hurt 
you then I’m not sure if | am ready for that peace yet. And the roots of it 
are all within me. And the root is in sadness. Fear. |’m fearful that | will be 
alone for the rest of my life. I’m fearful that people will just keep leaving me. 
I’m fearful of being invalidated, unacknowledged, unheard and unseen. | 
don’t know if those things will ever leave me. Maybe | just have to be at 
home with them. 


And now | feel, once again, invalidated, unacknowledged, unheard and 
unseen. | look at what happened and | think - damn, thats twice now I’ve 
failed where others have succeeded. Thats twice now that I’ve held the bar 
above me. That’s twice now | haven’t reached my full potential. |’m obsessed 
with that idea. And making art, its always been like...| never felt that | truly 
succeeded at anything. There was always a catch, always a failure. So, I’ve 
decided creative stuff might not really be for me. | see a cliff, and | want to 
jump. Giving up breaks that tension. 


And what’s left? | was offered the chance of a lifetime, and it was taken away 
from me. The whole time | was thinking - this is it, the threshold, the chance 
to really expunge all the things that have happened to me and then to find 
that mythical sense of moving on. And when that opportunity was taken from 
me, it felt like a prophecy that was once again fulfilling itself. Perhaps | 
willed it to that point. | have to think of what’s next, what the future holds. 
People keep referring to me as an artist, and | want to scream from the 
fucking rooftops that | have no more art left in me, that | don’t believe in it 
anymore, that | never even had a chance, that everything good in my body 
that allowed me to make those things doesn’t exist anymore, that chunks of 
my spirit have been taken away from me bit by bit, after every infraction, 
every insult and every act of violence. That I have nothing left. |’m not even 
a shop worker anymore. But | have endless more months left to go before | 
can fully give up. | have to start the year all over again. And | don’t know 
what to do. | just don’t know. 
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This particular monologue as it was written in the direct aftermath of 
another ‘life-altering’ event, that left me feeling similarly unheard and 
manipulated. The anger that | felt seemed to be imbued with a certain 
continual generation and it felt good - necessary, even, to write it all 
down, to explore the complications and the contradictions that 
acknowledging and harnessing your anger can bring. 


One contradiction might be this: expressing your anger at a situation, 
person(s) or organised body won't necessarily solve, help, harm or 
‘resolve’ whatever conflict has arisen as a result of said anger. One 
reason for this might be that it’s not necessarily fully yours. Most 
traumas are generational, historical, or at least informed by a certain 
context. Kai Cheng Thom, a canadian trans-femme writer and social 
worker, made an Instagram post on 7th February, 2021, titled “The 
Impact of Collective Trauma on Interpersonal Conflict’, in which they 
wrote: 


‘When collective trauma emerges in the interpersonal realm, it often 
floods the bodies of those involved, creating explosive conflicts that 
trigger intense feelings and needs. As a result, the conflicts often take 
on a dimension of the historical; they can even feel like re-enactments 
of historical events, as though the ghosts of the past are playing 
themselves out in the present’ 


Conflict in this context is positioned as ‘explosive’, ‘intense’, but also 
‘historical’. This could be seen as another contradiction depending on 
your worldview, as you would assume that anything that is historical is 
also de-intensified, detached from the present. If we take my earlier 
stance that ‘most traumas are generational, historical, or at least 
informed by a certain context’ at face value, we can also take this 
further statement at face value - that the personal is always informed 
by the collective. | mean, that’s how context works, right? 
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AN EMBODIED READING OF A SCENE FROM SOUND OF 
METAL, AMONGST OTHER THINGS. 





“\..Ruben sits on a bench in front of a cathedral square as the sounds 
of tourists, flocking pigeons, children, coalesce in a crazy horrible 
cacophony. Then, to add to the chorus the church bells start ringing. 
Their clanging slams at Ruben’s brain. The world around him is a 
crazy chaotic mess. His first impulse is rage. He reaches up and 
removes the devices from his ears. Everything goes instantly silent. He 
breathes. The morning sun breaks over the slate on the steeple. He 
breathes again, something shifts, his eyes fall over the many moments 
around him, no longer abrasive, they each have a singular, silent 
beauty. He looks up at the church bells as they swing silently back and 
forth..." 


Crazy Horrible Cacophony. Ringing. Clanging. Crazy Chaotic Mess. 
Rage. Silent. Breathes. Morning Sun. Breathes Again. Something 
Shifts. Singular, Silent Beauty. Back and Forth... 


Ruben’s entire narrative arc in Sound of Metal be found in this one 
passage. Personally, | find it to be incredibly beautiful, informative and 
profound. While the film, as explored previously, presents an 
impassioned (and perhaps problematic) argument against the medical 
model of disability in regards to deafness and a move towards the 
social model, that is, in community, acceptance, minotorian knowledge 
sharing, solidarity, and transformation, | find that the way this dramatic 
metaphor is used to illuminate the ebbs and flows that exist in regards 
to the films more deeply held conceptualisation of recovery the more 
striking element and the more complex element to unpack - particularly 
with regards to my own personal contexts. 


See, | relate to Ruben so fucking much. Almost immediately the film 
establishes that he is a recovering addict, having been clean from 
narcotics (in his case, heroin) for about 5 years before the events of 
the film. He has been in NA, has a sponsor, and has been living ‘clean’ 
for a good while, to the point where it has become routine to him. In the 
screenplay, these beginning scenes are presented as INT. [interior] 
MOMENTS LATER - presented right after each other, routinely and 
efficiently... 
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INT. AIRSTREAM - MORNING 


The SOUND OF COFFEE DRIPPING AND GURGLING into a coffee pot. 


INT. AIRSTREAM - MOMENTS LATER 


Ruben packs green vegetables and spices into a blender. He 
presses his hand down and the blender THRASHES LOUDLY. 


INT. AIRSTREAM - MOMENTS LATER 


Ruben performs his daily stretches and pushups. 


INT. AIRSTREAM - MOMENTS LATER 


Ruben, with laser focus, cleans out some electrical equipment 
with compressed air... fastidious... borderline OCD... 


INT. AIRSTREAM - MOMENTS LATER 


Ruben places a record on a turntable and a surprisingly 
tender, blues song from the 1920's plays. Ruben slowly turns 
up the volume. 


INT. AIRSTREAM - MOMENTS LATER 


Ruben makes breakfast, sets food and smoothies on the small 
dining table. 


In Charlotte Cooper’s essential fat activist text Fat Activism: A Radical 
Social Movement, they write that ‘health is not merely the absence of 
illness, itis about presenting yourself to the world as glowingly well, 
athletic, able-bodied and full of vitality’. This is to infer that 
neoliberalism drives health not just as a project of personal 
responsibility, but of a moral responsibility too. We see this in the way 
that fat people are treated culturally - as ‘failed citizens’, but also in 
the way people in active addiction are treated often in society, as 
citizens who are unable to take charge of their personal responsibility 
and as such are moral failures. 


In the structure of this opening scene in Sound of Metal, we are not 
only reminded of the performative aspect of the cinematic structure 
through the heavily specific pace of these edited moments, swell as the 
theatrical construct of an actor performing to a camera, but also of 
Ruben the characters own performance of health. Not only does he 
literally ‘perform’ exercise in this scene, but the film uses these scenes 
to inform us that Ruben is indeed, healthy. The audience is only 
informed later on that he is in recovery - but the performance of health, 
focus, precision and immaculateness here does a lot of the lead up to 
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that reveal, as it - for me at least - instantly suggested that this was 
not natural behaviour, that it was routine and systemic and ordered. 


It helps that the actor - Riz Ahmed - is shirtless for the filming of these 
scenes, exposing his lean and muscular upper body, numerous tattoos, 
bleached blond hair and sweat-ful skin. 


| identify a lot with the narrative of the film because of my numerous, 
and impactful (however brief) personal entailments with NA - 
specifically, Marijuana Anonymous. For clarity, it’s important to say that 
I’ve never been to a meeting (which makes my connection with Reuben 
all the more resonant - more on that later), virtually or in-person. | own 
the book, and slowly, disorderly perhaps, am in the process of making 
my way through the steps. | reflect. | write. | relapse. | release. 


| might never quit, not fully, if | am honest - perhaps | have more in 
common with ‘California Sober’-ite’s than | think *laughs* - but | still 
think of myself as a recovering addict because | have recovered from 
the addiction itself. There were moments that | thought | wouldn’t be 
able to live without the substance. MA was essential for allowing me to 
detach from this pattern of behaviour, and regardless of my own 
personal wellbeing, | will always stand by it. | was surrounded by a 
good number of people who did not believe the substance was 
addictive, or even really a drug, yet were smoking every day. 


| believe this usage is socially and culturally linked to lines of 
oppression and violence that other aspects of our society foster upon 
us - especially those of us in minotorian positions, often people who 
cannot bare to be part of the world, experience its, often ‘unrecognised 
and unexpressed’ hostility, and likewise its constant potential for 
connection within world and others within it in ways that are 
meaningful, painful, transformational and essentially ful/. | love addicts, 
and | love recovering addicts, | love active addicts, and what this 
experience has taught me is something that no class, no teacher could 
ever teach me. 


In the film, after he starts to lose his hearing, Ruben smokes a 
cigarette. From his girlfriend and partner in their band, Lulu’s reaction, 
we can infer it’s the first thing he’s smoked in a while. She is shocked. 
In his personal crisis, he begins to turn to substances to alleviate his 
pain. Not good. A conflict in the structure of the film, Ruben’s own 
hero’s journey. Through his unseen sponsor, who Lulu makes him call, 
it is arranged he can stay at a compound where deaf recovering addicts 
can stay (a plot device if | ever saw one, but the film asks you to 
accept it, and it more or less works), where he is taught to read and 
speak sign language and lives in a compound with people like him. In 
his time of need, he finds safety, community and coherency, willing to 
accept him in his folds. At the second step in MA, it is said that 
‘recovery from addiction requires resources beyond the capacities of 
any one individual’. |t does not budge on this point. 
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But it doesn’t go as easy as that, obviously. The conflict that is at the 
heart of the film is that Reuben wishes to go back to his old life. He 
wishes to have an implant, and towards the end of the film, sells all of 
his belongings, his music equipment, his tour bus, everything, to get 
the money together for the implant surgery. He gets it. He can start to 
hear things again. He returns to the compound. Joe, the person who 
brought him into the compound and who runs it and was essentially his 
sponsor, comes into the room that he has entered. The following scene 
plays - my favourite dialogue-based scene in the film: 


INT. JOE'S OFFICE - DAY 


Ruben, wearing the hat, sticks his hand inside Joe's study 
and flicks the light switch. Joe opens the door. 


JOE (ASL - SUBTITLED) 
You're back. 


Ruben shrugs. Joe stares at him. 


JOE (CONT'D) 
Come on in. 


Ruben enters, sits. Joe sits. 
JOE (ASL - SUBTITLED) (CONT'D) 
(motioning at computer) 
You want this on? 


Ruben shrugs. 
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69. 


JOE (CONT'D) 
I'll turn it on but you don't 
really need it anymore do you? 


Joe turns on computer. Then turns to Ruben. 


JOE (ASL - SUBTITLED) (CONT'D) 
What's on your mind? 


Ruben is squirmy. 


RUBEN 

That's a good choice of words. 
JOE 

Why's that. 
RUBEN 


I did the deed. 


JOE 
The deed? 


Ruben lifts his hat a little. 


RUBEN 
Surgery. 


Joe disguises shock, raises his eyebrows, taking it in. 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) 
Ok... Does it hurt? 


RUBEN (ASL - SPOKEN) 
Not too bad. 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) 
Hmm. And when do they get 
activated? 


RUBEN (ASL - SPOKEN) 
3 or 4 weeks. 


Joe looks stiffly at Ruben for a long beat... Ruben smiles 
uncomfortable... He looks around the room. 


RUBEN (CONT'D) 
(Rubbing hands together) 


So yeah... 


Ruben looks back at Joe who’s face is unchanged. 
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70. 


RUBEN (ASL - SPOKEN) (CONT'D) 
(Shrugging) 
What’s up? 


JOE 
(ASL - SPOKEN) 
How’d you find the money? 


RUBEN 
Sold my RV. And my shit. 


Joe nods. 


JOE 
Okay- 


Ruben looks suddenly shaky, out of sorts. 


RUBEN (ASL - SPOKEN) 

Look, I really don’t wanna explain 
myself right now Joe? I’m sorry but 
no... now’s the time for 
fucking action and saving my 
fucking life so that’s what I’m 
doing. Okay? It’s time... Nobody 
else is saving my life right? 

(Pointing to ears) 
I mean this isn’t a joke. I know 
you think this is just another fix 
and now I’m fucked, blah, blah... 
and I really appreciate everything 
you’ve done for me man but... I had 
a fucking life before I got here 
Joe and I'm losing it... 


Joe looks on at Ruben stoically... 


RUBEN (ASL —- SPOKEN) (CONT'D) 
I mean if I just sit here and 
diddle around, what will I have? 
Nothing. 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) 
You know Ruben, I understand how 
you feel. I do- 


RUBEN (ASL - SPOKEN) 
What does it matter? All this shit, 
it just passes. Nobody cares if I 
vanish man. Seriously. Who cares? 
It’s all gonna just keep moving... 
and... 
(Tearing up) 
That’s what life does. 

(MORE ) 
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71. 


RUBEN (ASL - SPOKEN) (CONT'D) 
It fucking passes. It doesn’t 
fucking wait... So- 


|JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) 
When you say passes do you mean 
your girlfriend? What? 


|RUBEN (ASL - SPOKEN) 
Yes my fucking girlfriend. All of 
it... everything! I can’t just sit 
here and waste away. So... 


Ruben fidgets. Joe watches calmly. 


JOE ((ASL - SPOKEN) 
I wonder Ruben, during these 
mornings when you have been sitting 
in my study- 
(signs sitting) 
Sitting. I wonder if you've had any 
moments of stillness? 


Ruben stares at the words on the screen. 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) 
Because you're right Ruben the 
world does keep moving and it can 
be a damn cruel place... But for 
me, that place of stillness that 
comes when I'm not clamoring, or 
running or desperately clutching... 
the moments where this crappy 
mundane world suddenly becomes 
radiant and magnificent, and all 
fear is gone... for me, THAT PLACE 
is the kingdom of God... nota 
church or heaven or any particular 
religion... THAT PLACE, inside 
you... that is where god lives 
Ruben... 


Ruben looks away from the screen to Joe who is staring deep 
in his eyes. 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) (CONT'D) 
And that place will never abandon 
you, never pass you by. When all is 
lost, it'll still be there for you 
I assure you. 


Ruben nods as his foot shakes up and down. 
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72. 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) (CONT'D) 
But I see you have made your 
choice, right? 


Ruben stares at the words on the screen. He nods, not able to 
look at Joe. 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) (CONT'D) 
And I sincerely hope it brings you 
happiness- 


Ruben nods... Beat... 


RUBEN (ASL - SPOKEN) 
Look, ah... I was wondering Joe... 
I mean I don't know if it's 
possible but I need to come up with 
some money to buy back my RV and 
um, I can totally pay it back I 
just have a bit of a time issue 
right now- 


Joe stares at Ruben. 


RUBEN (ASL - SPOKEN) (CONT'D) 
I’m sorry to ask but... 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) 
Ruben? I don't understand the 
situation you've put yourself in 
but from my seat you look and sound 
like an addict- 


Ruben laughs and shakes his head. 


RUBEN (ASL —- SPOKEN) 
That’s fine Joe. My situations 
fine. My girlfriends got a rich 
daddy who can totally front me so 
I’1l just go ask him. Thought I 
might skip that humiliating fucking 
road, but hey at this point, the 
hell with pride right? No, fuck it. 
Sorry to ask but. Seriously. This 
is nothing. You can’t imagine how 
fucking nothing this is. I’m good 
man. 


Joe stares. 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) 
Okay. 
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Joe nods as Ruben. 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) 
Ruben, as you know everyone here 
shares in the belief that being 
deaf is not a handicap. Not 
something to fix. That’s pretty 
important around here. All of these 
kids, all of us need to be reminded 
of it every day. 


Ruben shifts in agitation... 


RUBEN (ASL - SPOKEN) 
I understand- 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) 
And my house is a house built on 
that belief and built on trust. And 
when that trust is violated, things 
happen like what happened to Jenn. 
Right? 


Ruben stares at Joe. Knows he knows. 


JOE (CONT'D) 
And I can’t have that. There are 
too many others to consider... 


Ruben feels a pit in his stomach. He looks at Joe with 
feigned resilience. 


Beat. 


RUBEN 
Okay. 


JOE (ASL - SPOKEN) 
So, in your current state, at this 
time, I don't see a person who can 
be here. 


JOE (CONT'D) 
And for my part I will not support 
the choices you're making 
financially or otherwise. So I'm 
going to have to ask you to pack 
your stuff today and find another 
place to be Ruben. 


Ruben stares at Joe... 
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74. 


Joe stares back... 


RUBEN 
Cool. 


Ruben gets up and leaves. Joe sits and reaches for his mug. 
His hands shake and for one small moment we see the depth of 
his burden and his pain at having lost one of his own. 


There is ALOT to unpack here. So for the purposes of clarity, I'll try to 
move through it all in chronological order. 


Upon entering the scene, Ruben is calm, disaffected even. He ‘shrugs’ 
when he is asked if he is ‘back’ - he doesn’t know, perhaps he can tell 
(the audience can certainly tell at this point) that this scene is set up 
for conflict, and maybe he isn’t back, not really. He knows something 
has changed, he knows exactly what has changed, and he knows that it 
separates him from his community. 


To refer to my attached film, Untitled [Garden] - he is ‘different, 
shifted’. 


He ‘shrugs’ again, perhaps he is not even aware of the incoming 
conflict, not consciously at least. Perhaps he thinks if he detaches 
himself from the connection that is being asked of him at this 
moment, it can pass him by unscathed. My interpretation of his 
motivations (informed by the lead up to this point throughout the film) 
is that | think at this point he wants it all, he wants community and 
collectivity as well he wants self-actualisation and selfishness. | do not 
employ this as a criticism. | know that he is not able to verbalise, or 
even physicalize whatever he is feeling, so it becomes a shrug, a 
turning inwards of the body, a defensive mechanism, a closing off. 
Shrugs are normally regarded as a performance of passivity, or lack of 
care, which | believe is the implication at this moment - that of the 
performance, the notion that to detach might mean to shield. Never the 
case. In my experience, vulnerability seems to be the real shield. 


Joe asks what is on his mind. Suddenly Ruben’s behaviour changes, it 
is squirmy now. As if he is a worm - an object of sneakiness, of deceit. 
Worms have no bones. A remarkably unflattering description. 


It always amazes me how screenplays carry emotions in such vivid 
hues, that become subtle mannerisms on the screen that you don’t even 
have to be able to process. They are works that employ such depth, but 
also require so little mental work to access a lot of the time. | mean, | 
guess that’s how it’s supposed to work. 


But yeah, he squirms, he decides to get to the point, it makes him 
uncomfortable to do so, “/ did the deed” - he says - he thinks Joe will 
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Know colloquially what he is talking about, that perhaps Joe has been 
thinking about it too, that every other person who he has met with this 
specific way of processing the world thinks about it to the same degree, 
to it becoming a ‘deed’, something unspoken, something ever-present, 
a spectre on the shadows of their mind. 


Perhaps it is. | wouldn’t Know - and | think the film takes a certain 
liberty with this particular point. As | inferred earlier, | think that 
readings of the film work a lot better when you interpret Ruben’s 
newfound deafness as a metaphor for the experiences of recovering 
addicts, rather than as an accurate, disability-led telling of the 
experiences of newfound deaf people. They are not disability-led. But 
it’s extraordinarily telling to Reuben’s own psyche that he refers to it so 
casually. The deed - something that is inevitable, like sex, marriage 
even. 


Joe is confused. 
Ruben clarifies. 


‘surgery’ he says, and lifts his hat to show the implant. Joe disguises 
shock. In the shot version of this scene, the actor didn’t strike me as 
shocked. Maybe the implications changed on set, or the actor had a 
different reading than | have. On the text however, it is plain as day. 
Joe did not expect him to do this. He asks if it hurts. Reading this bit 
and expanding upon it - | thought a lot about the invasive and unethical 
medical treatments that have historically (and are currently still) being 
fostered upon fat people, and that fat people have been manipulated 
into taken that have broken lives and bodies and killed countless 
more*. | think about what my reaction would be if someone in my own 
community, someone | knew and loved, had a gastric bypass, or had 
their jaw wired, without my knowledge. | think my reaction, in that 
particular context, would actually be one of extreme understanding and 
affect. But | know a lot of people in fat community (that is, fat 
community that exists in online and cyber-corporeal-space) would say 
otherwise. 


Does it hurt? 
Does it hurt what they did to you? 
All the unspoken implications of that sentence. 


In my reading, the first thought is pain. Invasion. It speaks to how 
different their world views are, that what Ruben - even after everything 
the compound has shown him - still sees deafness as limiting, as 
disabling, as socially inferior, still feels all those things in his body. 
Can't help himself, really. He is, after all, only a visitor to this 
community (the time that he has spent in the compound is unspecified, 
but he goes from being unable to practice or understand ASL to being 
at a near-fluency level at this moment in the film, so at least a few 
months can be inferred). So while presumably being understanding of 
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all those feelings, he probably just can’t relate to them, has no 
understanding of what it is to live with a disability in a way that is 
affirming and not limiting. In many ways, the people at the compound 
are alien to him. 


Joe looks ‘stiffly’ at him, tension is starting to build in the scene, but it 
never comes out, never explodes, Joe never raises his voice - ever in 
this film, really. Reuben smiles uncomfortably, the way someone does 
when trying to break the ice, break the tension that is building up and 
up, trying to will it away, pretend it’s all ok, return to normality, to 
pleasantness. 


Perhaps he already misses what he knows he is losing. 

Joe is thinking. 

Silent. 

Focused. 

Looking straight at Ruben, while Ruben looks everywhere but his eyes. 
‘How’d you find the money?’ 

Joe asks, and Ruben tells him he sold everything he had. 

Joe nods. 

Just once. Calmly. 


Joe’s stillness seems to only disempower and disarm Ruben in this 
moment, and he looks ‘suddenly shaky, out of sorts’. 


Joe has said, barely anything at this point really, and everything Ruben 
has been holding in comes bursting out. He starts to talk over himself. 
He doesn’t want to have to explain himself, but he explains himself 
anyway, unprompted. 


‘Now’s the time for fucking action, saving my fucking life and that’s 
what I’m doing’ he says. 


We knew already, but this illuminates how essential this course of 
action feels to him, how desperate and needed it is, in his perception. 


“It’s time”, he’s had his fill, he’s indulged himself long enough, basked 
in the fountain of togetherness and community and coalition long 
enough and now it’s time to get back to reality, the way things have to 
be. 


“Nobody else is saving my fucking life right?”, he is alone, he feels 
alone, disconnected, dysregulated, cut off from the rest of the world. 
Perhaps, he is inferring that connection for him exists in people, music, 
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clubs, noises. That’s the type of connection he wants. That’s the type 
that matters. Profit and Capital. 


Crazy horrible cacophony. Ringing. Clanging. Crazy chaotic mess. 
Rage. 


All of that, really. 


‘| had a fucking life before | got here Joe and now I!’m losing it...” What 
helped me when | reached this point, in a wildly different context, 
different metaphors, different time, was realising that | was in all 
seriousness lost before | ever got to this point. 


That my old life was gone. Dead. 


| said the words to former friends - ‘that person who you knew and 
loved is dead, | had to kill them, | had to change’ but did | actually 
mean them? It’s debatable. There’s always a bit of hope, mixed with 
delusion, tinged with optimism, that perhaps one day you can wake up 
and realise everything was a bad dream. 


| know that for me at least, speaking things into context, words, beings 
and actions often helped to illuminate the positions and roads that lay 
in front of me. | say things sometimes as a point of futurity, as part of 
the act of moving those things into action. Perhaps it's part of my 
neurodiversity - always one foot in the proverbial future, even when 
unaware of it. | can’t keep focus. You can tell, reading this, can’t you? | 
can’t keep any focus. | can’t just be. 


Silent. Breathes. Morning sun. Breathe again. Something shifts. 
Singular, silent beauty. Back and forth. 


| have hope I’ll get there, though. Hope, mixed with delusion, tinged 
with optimism. 


“I mean, if | just sit here and diddle around, what will | have? Nothing”, 
he implies here the sad lie that late-stage capitalism so often tells us - 
that if we are not spending every moment of our life ‘doing something’, 
working towards the production or reproduction of a material object, 
then we are simply wasting our time. Those who preach this lie, who 
reproduce it, who perform it, don’t know that rest is production, its 
gathering, its rest, its work, active work, needed work. 


Nothing. He has nothing. He will have nothing. 

| have nothing. | will have nothing. 

It's all a perception, really. 

But in this, we are extremely similar in our characterisation, that fear of 
‘nothingness’, while every present, is profound in that, really, there 


never is nothing. Life with hope. That's what sobriety means to me. If | 
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didn’t have /t, | would have nothing, or at least, wouldn’t have the 
things which come with sobriety, without which equal nothing. This is 
not to say that moments in life where sobriety is not present means 
those moments are made up of nothing. Because I’ve learned that what 
it is, is different for everyone. For me, it's a mindset, a home that | can 
always return to, a kingdom [remember that word] that | have decided 
to live in, but not spend all my time. It is life with hope. 


Joe tries to relate. 
‘You know Ruben, | understand how you feel.’ 


Maybe he does really understand, he would know at least that having 
been there, he can understand the logic and reasoning that someone 
who had progressed so menially in their recovery can be capable of. 
One of the opening chapters on Life with Hope, the quintessential MA 
book, is a doctor’s surprisingly nuanced opinion on MA (Marijuana 
Addiction). 


Multiple doctors before have told me about quitting, how it would ruin 
any chance | have of improving my capacity to deal with my dyspraxia, 
my ADHD, my dysgraphia. Just when it seemed like they might be 
getting through to me, they would also tell me to lose weight, to ‘get 
some fresh air’, to get ‘fitter’, to ‘take a walk’. 


Much like the medical system they represent, they construct my body 
as dead, as a Fat Fucking Failure (to reference Francis Ray White’s 
academic work on fat bodies as forms of failure), whilst simultaneously 
disavowing the one thing that made me feel alive. Luckily, this doctor is 
speaking to me from the past, and as such can’t see me. | don’t know if 
| would like to be in a room with him. He describes how marijuana 
limits the brain, writing “As a result of addiction, the frontal lobes are 
no longer functioning at full capacity’. 


Stuckness, Defensiveness, Sluggishness. 

Similar, but different to stillness. 

Joe understands how he feels. Did he feel it to? Was he tempted the 
way Ruben was? We are only left to infer. It often seems like something 
people just say though. A sweet nothing. 

‘What does it matter?’ Ruben says, ’Al/ this shit. It just passes.’ 

It just passes. 

In 1977, Marion Crawford - a former governess to a young Queen 
Elizabeth, attempted to kill herself after being ostracised by the family 
that she helped raise. She brought a house 200 yards from the road to 
Balmoral Castle, hoping that the royal family would stop by on the way. 


On a note after her second attempt, she wrote: “/ cannot bear to see 
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those | love pass my by on the road” - those words reach me through 
time and inform my understanding of the present. 


That is to say - they inform my understanding of attachment and trauma 
- as feeling that life and the people you wish to live life with are 
constantly passing you by, even though you are there, on the road, 
waiting for them. 


While Ruben’s ethnicity is not specified in the film, he is portrayed in 
the film as brown and the actor is of Pakistani descent - and while | 
take issue with using this particular element to fully inform us of the 
narrative choices made in the screenplay, (therefore giving the 
screenwriters, cisgender white men, perhaps too much credit), in the 
context of this scene and my cultural understandings of this scene, | 
find this next sentence particularly fascinating, 


‘Nobody cares if | vanish man. Seriously, who cares? It’s all just gonna 
keep moving and...” 

(Tearing up) 

“That’s what life does.” 


First of all, let us note that Ruben is having a conversation with 
another man. This moment of intense vulnerability is filtered through 
the prism of masculine exchange - that is to say, the kind of masculine 
exchange that is tough and tender, sweet and salty, toxic and a bit 
much and quietly revolutionary. 


I’ve been there, | saw it in the all-boys secondary school my life was 
ruined/affirmed in, | see it in my father, the fattest and least violent 
man you could ever meet, | see it in football, the stadium | grew up 
nearby, the shouts and screams and celebrations and rituals that flow 
through the wind on match day, the beauty, the hope, the abject terror. 
| see it in me, when | wipe away my tears out of instinct, when | desire 
men who | want to ruin me, when |! simultaneously affirm and disavow 
myself from my deepest vulnerabilities. Nobody cares if | vanish, man. 


On the issues faced by women of colour in America in the 70’s in her 
spoken essay The Uses of Anger, Lorde writes: 


“Women of Colour in America have grown up within a symphony of 
anger, at being silenced, at being unchosen, at knowing that when we 
survive, it is in spite of a world that takes for granted our lack of 
humanness, and which hates our very existence outside of its service.” 


| understand what Lorde is saying here, to the degree that | 
(appropriately and consciously) wish to affirm this position for all 
minotorian subjects, everywhere, who are existing and living and 
thriving and dying and suffocating in a decaying world. | believe, 
through an ontological assessment of Ruben’s body and the (shot) 
scene in question, that this particular sentence is informed by a 
similarly racialized perspective, that is brought to this script by the 
actor’s own sensibilities, as well as my assessment of how masculinity 
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positions men at a position of deep insecurity and need. Perhaps he 
has never had to affirm his own minotorian position in this way - it does 
not come up in the film, nor does the actor (rightly so, perhaps) seem 
particularly interested in talking about it in interviews - not in any that | 
can find, at least. 


Taking my reading of this moment further, and connecting it to my own 
body and my own relational moments of deep vulnerability, | wish to 
affirm my own minotorian status, in the sense that | am fat and queer 
and disregarded or mistreated often because of those reasons. | have 
been deeply enjoying the work of fat, trans cultural theorist Francis Ray 
White lately, particularly their piece of text Fucking Failure: the future 
of Fat Sex. In this text, they write: 


‘In the context of the obesity ‘epidemic’ fat people’s sex lives are cast as 
sterile, sexually dysfunctional or just plain non-existent’ 


In my experience, particularly in a culture obsessed with reproductive 
futurism, fat people are cast as sterile, dysfunctional or non-existent in 
most aspects of their lives. | do not feel the need to argue this point - | 
won't. | do feel that this position has the risk of aligning myself with 
what scholar Kathleen LeBasco terms ‘The Will to Innocence’ - the 
assertion that can be found in some fat activist circles that fat people, 
despite popular opinion, are ‘correctly behaved, blame-free, healthist 
citizens with regards to exercise and eating habits’, Charlotte Cooper 
describes it best when she refers to this as ‘gentrified fat activism’. 


And you can feel it everywhere. Years and years of being 
misrecognised, mistreated and mistrusted. Years and years of being 
positioned as a failure, as a failed citizen. Billboards and millions of 
pounds being spent to tell you you're going to die of cancer. Voices 
inside your head. Voices in your air. Doctor’s voices echoing in the 
bodies and brains of your loved ones. My father used to wear a shirt in 
the sea when we went to the beach. When | saw him do this the first 
few times | can remember going to the beach, so did I. 


The water would make it baggy and it would tighten around your 
shoulders, the damp cotton constricting like a vice, the tension ramping 
up, strangling the skin. I’ve been stared at in the street. I’ve been 
shouted at from cars. I’ve been laughed at, a lot. | still feel a lump in 
my throat when | see young boys in school uniforms. Wanting to fight 
back, scared to fight back, that constant tension, | never felt strong 
enough to perform the masculinity | grew up around (strangely | mourn 
that) but understand that the way the fat made my flesh soft, it might 
have also made my spirit. 


Ruben fidgets. Joe watches calmly. Joe has all the power in this scene 
and is the arbiter of the tension that the central question in this scene 
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contains (ie: what will joe's reaction be?). He doesn’t even have to do 
anything to claim or take hold of this power, Ruben just offers it to him. 


‘1 wonder Ruben, during these mornings where you have been sitting in 
my study- 

(signs sitting) 

Sitting. | wonder if you’ve had any moments of stillness?’ 


For context, earlier in the film, Joe asks Ruben to, every morning, go 
sit in a room - the ‘study’ - where there is a notebook, a pen and a 
table. He is asked to sit here for the rest of the morning. The point of 
this exercise - we assume, at least - is to provide Ruben with some 
aforementioned ‘stillness’ in his day - time where he is not doing 
anything, left to his own thoughts, without distraction. 


We so often put busywork in our days to distract us from our own 
thoughts, which in my experience, comes from dysregulation of our 
mental patterns. It's this idea that being alone with our thoughts makes 
us increasingly aware that we are alone - which | find very interesting 
because it implies that the idea that we are alone is something we 
shouldn’t carry, or even be particularly aware of. 


In the chorus of BLACKPINK’s ‘Lovesick Girls’, the girl-group sings: 
‘But we were born to be alone’...in the bridge of Hannah Diamond’s 
‘Invisible’ she sings ‘/ was born on my own, and I’ll dance on my own’ - 
| take my wisdom from these femmes, who affirm aloneness as an 
essential part of human experience, regulation, and affirmation. 


Part of this contradiction in our reasoning might come from an overall 
sense of being ‘connected’ most of the time, or it might come from 
childhood experiences that have shaped our attachment styles (and 
attached anxieties). | know, in my case, that my attachment style has 
been shaped around anxiety around attachment - | grew up without 
many consistent friendships, with people that were unwilling, or unable 
to provide consistency in their attachments and relationships with me. | 
grew up with a sense that | wasn’t wanted, which was informed by the 
cultural conditioning that my corporeal (fat) body was subjected to that 
told me | wasn’t desired. 


So before | was even really feeling my own sexuality, | had been 
culturally informed that | wasn’t desired, let alone capable of authentic 
desire, which bled into my interpersonal relationships that didn’t always 
have much to do with sex (however, growing up in an all-boys school 
and desiring boys at the same time meant a lot of my relationship were 
informed by sex and eroticism TBH - a sweet and salty combination if 
there ever was one) 


Back to the film, we are shown scenes before this moment of Ruben 
doing unnecessary tasks around the house to keep himself busy. In one 
scene, he sits at the table, unable to write anything for a while, and 
then gets extraordinarily angry. At himself, the situation, we don’t know 
what. He screams. Left to his own thoughts and devices, he screams. 
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This tells the audience a lot about what he is keeping in, already. The 
tension and the anger. Sound and fury. 


While Joe never explains his motivations for putting Ruben in this 
position - indeed, this is the last we ever see the character in the film - 
we can put our own assumptions based on our understanding of Ruben 
as a character that stillness is probably something he is never given, or 
indeed gives himself. 


We spoke earlier in this essay about how anger can be used as a 
creative source to express anger, but also how people who have done 
this for their entire career have reflected on how said anger bleeds into 
their interpersonal relationships and creates disaffect. | think, applying 
this context to my reading of this film, we realise that Ruben is 
characterised as a heavy metal drummer for this very reason. He 
surrounds himself with anger and noise and chaos to distance himself 
from these very real things that he carries around with him. He 
embraces anger but perhaps neglects the parts of himself that crave 
softness (even if this is not directly named in the film, | would argue 
that we all crave softness). When allowed an opportunity to find 
silence, to create softness, he literally screams. He can’t do 
anything but scream. We never see him write. 


Joe asks him this question for this very reason. He could never find a 
moment of stillness, perhaps never even considered the possibility of 
stillness. 


Ruben stares at the words on the screen. 


On the writer's part, it takes a remarkable restraint to not write ‘blankly’ 
or ‘dumbly’ in this sentence. The tone and the pace and the lead-up 
and the break in the tension and both characteristics all do the work in 
this moment. Honestly, | fucking love it. The fact that you can write 
something like a screenplay or a script and have it be informed by so 
many other things that are going on outside of the actual screenplay 
itself. 


Joe keeps speaking and says: 


‘Because you’re right Ruben the world does keep moving and it can be 
a damn cruel place... But for me, that place of stillness that comes 
when i’m not clamouring, or running, or desperately clutching....the 
moments where this crappy mundane world suddenly becomes radiant 
and magnificent, and all fear is gone... for me, THAT PLACE is the 
kingdom of god, not a church or heaven or any particular religion... 
THAT PLACE, inside you...this is where god lives Ruben.’ 


OH 


MY 
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GOD. 

OK. Where do | even start? 
Fuck. 

How dol even start? 


There’s a reason | freak out a bit when | got to writing about this part. 
It’s to do with the kingdom of god. | had never heard this term before 
about % months ago. My friend David came over for dinner (we broke 
COVID restrictions quite a lot for these regular-ish dinners - essential 
lifelines to me in my search for a world that existed outside of work and 
school), and | asked him if he still believed in god, and what god meant 
to him. | had been engaging with recovery groups, narcotics anonymous 
- having been told by a peer support worker that | could find community 
in these in my moments of crisis. At this point, | did not consider myself 
an addict. When | came to NA, | began to realise as such - meeting 
myself again at Step One - ‘we admitted we were powerless...our lives 
had become unmanageable’. 


However, what some people might not know about recovery, is that it 
pretty much asks you to be in direct communication with God. This is 
not a negotiable point. God is labelled as ‘whatever you define God as’, 
but NA’s steps and traditions are taken from AA’s steps and traditions - 
which directly gender God and in most cases are run, or at least 
supported by the Church. They removed a lot of this gendering and limit 
references to God to the proverbial ‘whatever you define God as’, but 
this proves too much of a complication for a lot of people, and 
inevitability they might fall back into addiction - | mean, | don’t know 
really, maybe not, it's not my place to be judging anyone, but what | 
find interesting is that it becomes a barrier even for people without 
much religious background, at a point when they are being asked to do 
something that might seem strange and unusual and uncomfortable. 


The second step of AA is this - ‘Came to believe that a power greater 
than ourselves can restore us to sanity’. Again, this is non-negotiable. 
Non-negotiable to the point that | know if | put myself through the 
process properly, worked with a sponsor, did the whole thing...| 
probably would be spending a good amount of time at this step. 


Why? 


In a way, it’s because | don’t believe it, just yet. | guess it’s fluid for 
me. | was raised by a strong atheist, and so | wonder - What power is 
greater than myself? | struggled with this question for a while, and still 
do (to a lesser degree - | just don’t think about it as much) - also 
because fat cyber-community had done so much work to reintegrate 
myself with my own power, my own body and my own affirmed 
corporeality. So to give all of that up, or at least to disavow it to a 
certain degree, in search of a ‘higher power’, a god, raised so many 
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questions. Was my god fat? Was my god authoritarian? Was my god 
loving? Would my god love me? 


| also knew that | had been involved with higher powers before - in 
education settings, to be particular - who had only proved themselves 
to be false through authoritarianism, manipulation, callousness, 
insecurity and over-ambition. | had had many false gods before in my 
life, but this one had hurt the most - made the most impact. So | was 
wary about getting involved with something ‘greater than myself’ once 
more - even if the purposes were sound and valid and good. | 
remember the intensity that this sensation gave me, the intensity that 
still carries itself through me, through these words, a power that | 
wonder sometimes - is this even my power? 


It would be remiss as well to refer to the overly ‘romantic’ history of AA, 
and not mention the numerous cults it has inspired. One of the more 
well-known ones that have been labelled a cult is called the Atlantic 
Group, an offshoot of the Pacific Group, both based in California. 
These types of AA organisations often have similar authoritarian 
structures - they have rigid adherence to the 12 steps, they claim their 
methods are the only ways to get sober and discourage their members 
from leaving or joining another group, they persuade members not to 
use antidepressants or any medication, nor seek therapy or any other 
professional help, have leaders that have been known to ask intrusive 
questions about their sex lives, poor treatment of young female 
members and have been able to maintain this by forming severe ‘cult of 
personalities’ based around their leaders. It’s similar to most other cult 
structures, but has the added motivation of ‘hea/th’ that perhaps allows 
them to have a hold over their members - ie: if you leave this group and 
this community, you have already failed in your sobriety. 


One of the more famous and well-known former members of the Atlantic 
Group, American singer Lana Del Rey, had this to say (she does not 
make direct reference to the group in this interview - | guess she can't. 
Been there, girl!) : 


"T used to be a member of an underground sect which was reigned by a 
guru. He surrounded himself with young girls," she told the magazine 
Grazia. She as well couldn't resist his "insane charisma". She was 
longing for "love and safety" in this group. 

But the guru turned out to be a bad person. "He thought that he had to 
break people first to build them up again. At the end | quit the sect." 


We must consider experiences like this when considering the varied 
approaches to recovery that one can take. | would talk more about this, 
but this is...well...not the focus of this work, really, so in this particular 
case | will refrain from doing so. Restraint, finally! 


Back to the film. Or to the kingdom of god, at least. In the bible, Jesus 
says at one point The Kingdom of God is within you. This is the point 
that my friend David echoed, he spoke of the soul, of the teacher who 
taught him this lesson, one of the only lessons he has taken forward 
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from many years in catholic school. The kingdom of god is you. Or at 
least, your soul - whatever you define your soul as, your route back to 
home. It’s an important construct, for me at least, that has helped me 
to define and redefine my concept of sobriety and my dedication to it. 
Because, if god is you, or the things that make you feel like you, the 
things that drugs and alcohol dulled and dimmed, then suddenly the 
concept of fat liberation and 12-step recovery fit together easily. 


The Kingdom of God is within you. You. You. You. What do YOU think 
that means? How would you define it? | would bring attention at this 

point to another of Audre Lorde’s essays - the uses of the erotic: the 
erotic as power. In this essay, Lorde defines the erotic as 


‘a resource within each of us that lies in a deeply female and spiritual 
plane, firmly rooted in the power of our unexpressed or unrecognised 
feeling... The erotic is a measure between the beginnings of our sense 
of self and the chaos of our strongest feelings...an internal sense of 
satisfaction to which, once we have experienced it, we know we can 
aspire. For having experienced the fullness of this depth of feeling and 
recognizing its power, in honor and self-respect we can require no 
less of ourselves.’ 


The way she describes the erotic increasingly sounds like a threshold, 
a point of no return. It’s scary even. To understand that once you 
access your deepest capacity for pleasure, the pleasure that is made 
up of your ‘unexpressed or unrecognised feelings’, you can never go 
back, it sounds a lot like what happens when you define yourself within 
the kingdom you reside. 


For me, those unexpressed feelings existed on a Spiritual plane that | 
would define as, if not female, then feminine in intonation - the desire 
to move beyond the masculine, to pursue authentic and soft (and homo, 
mostly, | guess, though | am working past that. I’ve learned recently 
that the worst thing about growing up as a fag in boy’s school is that it 
teaches you to value relationships with boys waaaay more than you 
value relationships with girls) connections that are authentic and 
committed. Unrecognised feelings are indeed feelings of validity, of 
ownership, of permanence and respect and safety within my own body. 
In this moment, today, | define at least part of my erotic spectrum as 
these things. 


However, while the usage of the term ‘erotic’ can provide connotations 
to sexual ownership and sexuality, Audre makes an important (and, of 
course, debatable, but | personally enjoy it) distinction. She talks about 
how we can confuse “it [the erotic] with its opposite, the pornographic’, 
and expands upon this by saying: ‘pornography is a direct denial of the 
power of the erotic, for it represents the suppression of true feeling.’ 


| recently have been making my ‘professional portfolio’ for my school - 
something that | was initially extremely resistant to, for a lot of 
different reasons. One being that statement that | briefly mentioned 
earlier - ‘that person who you knew and loved is dead, | had to kill 
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them, | had to change’. | questioned if it was true back then, and | 
question it now, and | felt resistant to go back to past performances - 
especially one’s that | had suffered during the making of, as part of 
‘promotion’ for a career | do not even think | want. | have started to 
back, to work that feels authentic and work that | am proud of, at the 
very least. One of these is a performance | made called EXPANDING, 
EXPANDING, EXPANDING. On my portfolio, | write this: 


in a secluded corner of a packed club, two performers have created a 

space for willing participants to join. there is cake and spoons and a 

large bed and white sheets. in front of them is a projection with the 

words ‘EXPANDING’ on repeat. inspired by gainer/feeder subcultures 

and developed as a shared exploration of intimacy and connection in 
queer club space. 


° What does it mean to expand? 
e How can we position weight gain as a practice of pleasure in an 
anti-fat world? Should we? 


With this image attached: 





| bring this up, for the reason that in using Lorde’s definition of the 
difference between the ‘erotic’ and the ‘pornographic’ - and also 
understanding that the erotic for me is rooted in authenticity and safety 
- | have to also understand that my aesthetics and perhaps a lot of my 
world-building might be influenced extremely heavily by the 
pornographic. 


This is not to disavow those, and also not to discredit the numerous 
connections and interactions the pornographic and erotic might have 
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with each other. In fact, the communication between both might help to 
strengthen each. This performance was inspired by a good number of 
things that exist in the sexual subcultures | am a part of - some by 
consent, some my body is placed into whether | have a choice or not - 
feederism, gaining, fat fetishism, fat joy and anonymous sex. 


These different cultures are tied into each other in many ways, and | 
think it’s very important to discuss the ways in which they all create 
worlds unto each other - that is to say, they create worlds that are 
continual sources of expansion. Therefore, expansion is not just a 
thinly veiled term for weight gain, but a discursive term that highlights 
the radical potential that each subculture has the continual potential to 
inspire even in normatively-sized people transformative possibilities to 
our bodies, interactions and self-respect. 


When | had these thoughts, | went back to my tumblr and put this 
underneath this work: further development of this work TBD. To Be 
Determined. It’s an unclear term, for sure. But it's one step forward into 
the future for a part of myself that | thought would be gone forever. The 
past is speaking to the future, once more, but in a way that is different, 
shifted and changed. It’s uh....quite incredible, actually, when you think 
about this in the context of the radical possibility of the kingdom itself. 


Even the title of this work - /ts ok to not want to exist as long as your 
still existing - has helped me to illuminate the dialogue between the 
personal past and future conditions, and the radical and necessary 
work that is to be done in integrating those two. For me, both the 
concept of the kingdom of god and the erotic as power - the separate 
works of audre lorde and jesus christ (lmao), are helping me to inform a 
place where my unexpressed and unrecognised feelings are given 
space to grow and flourish, where | can be whole and whole-ly myself 
once again. The past is speaking, the future is calling, and my body 
might just be willing itself to listen. 


END - THAT IS TO SAY - | DON’T HAVE AN ENDING - 
BUT I'VE OVERWRITTEN ON THIS TOPIC AND | LOVE 
THAT YOU DECIDED TO READ IT ALL AND HOPE 
YOU ENJOYED IT AND lM SOMEWHAT EXHAUSTED 
BRAIN-WISE, IN THAT | WANT TO SWITCH TOA NEW 
TOPIC HEHE. LOVE U 
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its Wednesday night and 
my mother is having 
another coughing fit. 
These happen most 
consistently after periods 
of movement or motion 
like her body Is punishing 
her for being in motion or 
buoyancy. | worry about 
the rest of our lives. She 
sits at the edge of the 
bed in her bedroom and 
my dad plays golf on his 
iPad and | sit in the next 
room writing this feeling 


each cough reverberate 
through the walls like a 
gunshot each time. | can 
never block the sound 
out. | dont remember the 
first time | heard this 
sound. | don’t remember 
much from the diagnosis 
period. With the 
coughing and the sound 
of the oxygen machine 
throughout the night 
silences are rare. 


We are born and born 
again in noise. 


Page 40 of 80 


IDK. I’m sick really. I’m bored. | feel dirty and unclean 
a lot of the time. | wonder if the good things are 
behind me already. Every time | have a session w/ 
mele | look at myself in the picture. | always have a 
shadow underneath my chin even when I’m clean 
shaven. Its crazy that everything good that mark 
brought into the word eventually ended up killing her. 
| am discursive and chaotic and often insatiable and | 
am fat and | am scared and | might be bludgeoning 
myself into non existence. I’m sad that I’ve lost the 
ability to take sexy pictures anymore. I’m sad that I’ve 
lost the ability to elicit desire in people anymore. | 
Know those things are me, 4 me, and within my 
kingdom tho. Things are for me, by me, with me, 
around me, in me, out me. Complaining complaining 
complaining. Everything good she ever brought into 
the world killed her. | can’t deal with chasers anymore 
not because they reduce me (I don’t mind the ones 
who do that TBH) but because they expect too much 
of me - they expect security, experience, assertion. 
It's suddenly my fault when | can’t provide those 
things | never promised. What | hate about chasers - 
the liberal ones, the good kind ones - is that they 
don’t understand fat trauma. they would rather 
pretend it doesn’t exist. Just look me in the eye and 
tell me you understand that the world doesn’t give a 
shit about me, ok?? 
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just look me 
in the eye and 
tell me you 
understand 
that the world 
doesn’t give a 
shit about 
me, ok’?? 





2. ON 
DEATH 


HOW TO ‘WIN’ THE REVOLUTION. 
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THE FAGGOTS 
CULTIVATE 
THE MOST 
OBSCURE 

AND 

OUTRAGEOUS 

PARTS OF THE 
PAST. THEY 
CULTIVATE 


THOSE PAST 
EVENTS 
WHICH THE 
MEN DID NOT 
WANT TO 
HAPPEN AND 
WHICH, ONCE 
THEY DID 
HAPPEN, 


THEY 
WANTED TO 
FORGET. 


THE STRONG WOMEN TOLD THE 
FAGGOTS THAT THERE ARE 
TWO IMPORTANT THINGS TO 
REMEMBER ABOUT THE 
COMING REVOLUTIONS. 


THE FIRST IS THAT WE WILL GET 
OUR ASSES KICKED. 


THE SECOND IS THAT WE WILL 
WIN. 


Page 47 of 80 


ALL THE 
MEN COULD 
BE 
FAGGOTS, 
OR THEIR 
FRIENDS. 





According to author Larry Mitchell, The idea for the queer utopian text 
The Faggots and their Friends Between Revolutions came to him one 
‘drizzling, stoned night’ in San Francisco, watching ‘those amazing 
faggots playing on that amazing street’. It initially began life as a 
children’s book and spent several years being worked on in various 
capacities before being self-published in 1977 - becoming out-of-print 
in 1988. When the internet arrived, it began to be distributed more 
widely - passed around in PDF on internet forums like an occult and 
underground text (or perhaps, more accurately, a sort-of-manifesto for 
queers-in-need). It’s popularity grew via word-of-mouth until it was 
republished in 2016 - four years after Mitchell's death from pancreatic 
cancer in 2016. 


Told through a series of irreverent prose-based vignettes and 
illustrations, The Faggots is set in the declining industrial empire of 
Ramrod, governed by a dominating force known colloquially as ‘The 
Men’. The Men, led by Warren-And-His-Fuckpole (described as ‘the 
most paranoid and therefore the most vicious’), have been damaged by 
a series of revolutions both at home and across the world in The Men’s 
various imperial settlements. In this period, after the first and second 
revolutions, the eponymous faggots are able to thrive, living ‘the best 
while empires are falling’, but still face oppression in the city of 
Ramrod and by the dominating Men and as such are eagerly awaiting 
the third revolution. It is unclear what the third revolution will mean 
exactly. The first revolution was one which ‘destroyed the great 
cultures of the women’ and allowed the men to triumph. The second 
revolution ‘made many of the people less poor and a small group of 
men without color very rich’. |It is unclear what the faggots would want 
from the third revolution, but the book importantly mentions they ‘do 
not lust after power...the faggots snear at all this power grubbing and 
seek love’. 


The faggots therefore, are painted as people who find liberation in love 
and sex. They ‘consider it their sacred pleasure to engage in 
indiscriminate promiscuous sexuality’, and ‘cultivate the domestic arts’. 
They ‘act out their fantasies without believing them to be real’, they 
‘move towards the limits of living in the body for they have always 
known body ecstasy and want to live there with everyone, always’. 
Rather lovingly, in my opinion, Mitchell creates a context in which 
faggotry is about a life of play, of irreverence, of loose ownership and 
shared affect. 


One of the quotes | attached earlier: All the men could be faggots or 
their friends, they once were - speaks to the humble truth that | can 
also infer from Larry’s description of faggot life - that, much in the way 
that within each man lies the culturally informed masculinity, each man 
also has there shared sense of faggotry. We can see this in the real-life 
performed behaviours of closeted (or DL) men who seek out sex in 
Causing spaces, the liberation self-identified straight men feel when 
they try on makeup and women’s clothes. That thing that | believe 
everyone feels. Deep within. You feel it, right? That pull towards the 
unknown, the taboo, the discreet? Perhaps. 
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Through various texts in the book, we meet the other sub-cultural 
groups that are located in Ramrod who the faggots spend time with 
while awaiting the next revolution - the ‘strong women’, the ‘queens’, 
the ‘women who love women’, the Vanguard, the dreamboats, the ‘queer 
men’, the faeries, the heavy horny hunks, the ‘boys in the backroom’ 
and various others. Most of these, as I’m sure you can tell, are thinly 
veiled metaphors for the various cultural forces that existed in gay 
space at this time. A large majority of the book’s content was inspired 
by the Lavander Hill queer commune that Larry Mitchell and the book’s 
illustrationist Ned Asta were founding members of, and the anti- 
assimilation, shared-community ethos that the commune was inspired 
by and practice (importantly, it was one of the longest-running gay 
communes that were created during this period in the 60’s/70’s, running 
for about 9-10 years) remains prevalent in almost all passages of the 
book. 


As briefly mentioned earlier, one particularly cheeky segment of the 
book, for example, is as follows: 


‘The faggots consider it their sacred pleasure to engage in 
indiscriminate promiscuous sexuality. No faggot, regardless of age, 
race or physical appearance, should ever be horny. Horniness makes 
the faggots uneasy and nasty and distracts them from the revolutions. 
Sexuality, like all the necessities of life, must be free and easily 
available. So the faggots secure spaces where each can be 
anonymous, where all cocks are equal and all cock juice equally 
precious. "Feeding the faggots" they call it. Two rules govern these 
places of nourishment. First, all must remain quiet so the soft sexual 
noises can be heard. Second, anyone who is done must do. If you get, 
you have got to give.’ 


| admire the honesty in many of these segments, in that they seem to 
theorise on the ‘faggots’ turn towards indiscriminate sexuality as a form 
of self-expression, which is extremely accurate to how gay space 
conducted itself before the AID’s crisis (which, while forever changing 
the way gays loved and fucked each other, didn’t completely negate 
this culture). However, what | think is important - particularly in regards 
as to how this period of ‘gay space’ is regarded posthumously, is that 
the texts in this book often filter this form of self-expression through a 
framework of peace and, | would argue, justice. AS someone who is 
very widely regarded as culturally ugly in today’s gay society, | 
particularly enjoyed the following passage: 


A FAGGOT FABLE 


‘Some faggots were more beautiful than other faggots. The beautiful 
ones only wanted to touch and be touched by the other beautiful ones. 
Orchard was the most beautiful of all and all the beautiful faggots 
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wanted to touch Orchard. One day Orchard made himself ugly, very 
ugly. When the beautiful faggots saw what he had done, they wept and 
then turned their backs on him and forgot him. Only the ugly faggots 
now wanted to touch Orchard. So he gathered them all together and 
took them to a mountain top where they lived in harmony and joy. 


As they learned to love each other more and more, Orchard and the 
other ugly faggots grew more and more beautiful. After many years they 
floated down from their mountain top into the town. The beautiful 
faggots were astounded by these newly arrived creatures. The beautiful 
faggots wanted to touch them all and love them forever. But Orchard 
said, "No, you are too ugly for us. Go and love the ugliest faggot you 
can discover and then we will love you in return." So they left the town 
and did as they were asked to do. spreading the notion that to love the 
ugliest will make both beautiful. 


At last, one day, all the faggots everywhere were so beautiful that no 
one had to think about it any more. Now they all loved and touched 
each other with great pleasure and ecstasy.’ 


The Faggots is so often positioned as a queer utopian text. Clearly, this 
reading is a falsehood in some forms. While it is not specified what 
exactly ‘ugliness’ is defined as in Ramrod, using my own cultural 
construction as ‘fat’, | of course infer ugliness within these 
specifications. By pointing to a world where ‘the beautiful ones only 
wanted to touch and be touched by the other beautiful ones’, the 
faggots does something that | think is particularly illuminating which | 
struggle to find in most modern queer narratives (that often have a 
particularly common and unspoken anti-fat bias) - which is illuminate 
the path forward, a route defined by transformation and achieved by 
commonality, respect, freedom and shared love - divorced from cultural 
bias. 


I’ve long struggled with this aspect of fat liberation - the fight for a 
shared world that we can occupy together, not just psychically, 
economically, tactfully and mindfully, but a world in which sexual 
marginalisation is a thing of the past. How do we move towards such a 
world, and what do we do to those who are unwilling? - those who label 
fat people as a ‘preference’ that they are happy to be away from, who 
perhaps demonstrate no disgust, no hate, but enforce a respectful 
distance, a hard boundary, that due to (and no fault of their own) our 
culture’s construction of fat people as disgusting, an affront to 
reproductive values, and therefore sexually undesirable and objects for 
mocking (and anybody who openly desires them as shared objects for 
mocking as well). 


We can’t make anybody do anything they don’t want to do, and our 
culture has a hard enough time with consent as it is, that | feel to label 
peoples ‘preferences’ within the context of fat desire (the more 
commonly talked about construction in gay culture of racial 
‘preferences’ being a completely different matter) as politically 
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disingenuous and therefore worthless is a VERY slippery slope that | 
have a hard time believing is informed by a full perspective of consent 
and all the work we have to do towards such a topic. 


In Betty Martin and Robyn Dalzan’s book The Art of Receiving and 
Giving: The Wheel of Consent (which | am currently working my way 
through), they say that ‘You don’t give consent, you arrive at consent— 
together.’. |’m enjoying reading this book because it freely 
acknowledges the complications in this notion, and what it means to 
define ‘receiving’ and ‘giving’ - the fundamentals of their structured 
consent practice - the so-called wheel of consent. But we can infer 
from this particular quote, in relation to my anxieties about fat 
sexuality, its interrelations with thin community and fat peoples often 
stated desires to be treated ‘normally’, that this is an active process 
that has to be arrived at by both parties, mutually. 


STORYTIME 


When | was 16, a man invited me over to his apartment to suck his 
dick. He hadn’t seen my face or my body. | forgot to put ‘large’ in my 
Grindr bio. He came down the stairs and turned the corner of his 
apartment door, and when he saw me he audibly sighed. | think. | don’t 
remember much, but he asked me to come upstairs. | did, and when | 
got into his apartment, | went to kiss him. He pulled away, and without 
a word, went and lay on his bed - white sheets, and a view of the city 
of Leicester. It was a very high building, and | was transfixed by the 
view. It seemed like one of the tallest buildings in the local area, and 
you could see all the way to the county. 


| took my shirt off and went to take my trousers and underwear off. He 
grabbed my hand, and asked me not to, and then asked me to put my t- 
shirt back on. | complied and watched as he took his trousers and 
underwear off. His penis was soft, and | moved down to put my mouth 
around it. It was still soft. | tried my ‘best’ as if it was my own personal 
failing. After about 2 minutes he said, ‘Yeah, I’m sorry, this isn’t 
working for me’ and asked me to leave. There was no dramatic 
reaction, no painful moment of self-expression, he withdrew consent, 
asked me to leave, and so | made the 40-minute walk back home very 
soon after | made the initial 40-minute journey there. | wonder often - 
what can | learn from this interaction? 


On reflection, | think it’s interesting that the man, despite knowing that 
the experience would not be for him as soon as he saw me, decided to 
go along with it anyway. Perhaps he thought he could transcend the fat 
hate he grew up with and make himself hard for me. Perhaps he didn’t 
respect himself enough to enforce his boundaries and say no when he 
felt he should. Perhaps he didn’t even think on this level, care enough 
to, or was not aware to. Violation of consent, in some people’s eyes, is 
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only something that is done to you - not something we can actively 
perpetuate amongst ourselves, our own behaviours, and the 
interactions we find ourselves within. 


| don’t know. | don’t want to judge. | know it upset me, at the time, ina 
small and unrecognised way, to have the physical experience of this 
man telling me not to take my clothes off - unable to look at my naked 
body as we engaged in a sexual act. It’s also important to acknowledge 
that | was underage during this encounter, and while it wasn’t the first 
anonymous sexual encounter | had before the age of 18, it does raise a 
question of consent in this regard. Consent is often defined as an 
experience that can only be made with full knowledge of what could 
happen, what will happen and who will be involved. So, in this way, | 
acknowledge that while he had a power dynamic in this situation (being 
older, muscular, more masculine), | also was engaging in, at least 
unethical behaviour. Some might argue. 


This first ‘perhaps he thought’ intrigues me the most. Could he have 
willed himself into fat appreciation? Chasers (a commonly used label 
for people who appreciate fat bodies sexually, a somewhat 
disingenuous and derogatory term, that aptly describes some fat 
appreciators but not all, and is mainly used to describe the behaviours 
that they perform while ‘appreciating’ fat bodies) so often describe the 
sensation of loving fat bodies as a felt biological behaviour, on a 
similar level to being homosexual or feeling like you are a different 
gender inside. Some fat activists, on the other hand, identify fat hate 
as a ‘learned behaviour’ that is culturally informed and therefore 
deposit the idea that fat hate can therefore be unlearned. 


And | don’t know - when | was performing fat work, this complication 
made a mission statement that | identified with as a fat activist (and 
someone who hopes to, at least, leave the world a bit better off than 
when | entered it, with the proverbial fat child in mind), to POSITION 
FAT BODIES AS DESIRABLE somewhat complex - what do we do on 
this journey into the (fat) future with the bodies who are unwilling to 
join us, in love and harmony and sex and peace? | so often look to 
texts like The Faggots and Their Friends, which make the irreverency of 
this vision and the transformative possibilities that are located within, 
accessible to almost all contexts and facets of homosexuality - the 
faggots, the queens, the queer men, the women, the women who live 
women, the men and all the glorious in-between and outsiders. 


MOVING ON 


| could talk about the Faggots forever. Seriously, there are so many 
layered and divergent texts in the fairytale/book that you could take a 
reading of the work pretty much anywhere. | was even wanting to talk 
about Lavender Hill - the queer commune that inspired a large majority 
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of the work, and the complications and radical possibilities that the 
commune inspires in me. | watched the documentary on it, which just 
made me...idk. Sad, | guess. Hopeful. Complex. | think | would be 
interested in pursuing some sort of retelling of that compound and the 
story of it, a sort of queer wild full of complex interpersonal dynamics 
and some rather interesting dynamics. But yeah, | started reading The 
Faggots for pleasure, mostly, and to answer some lingering questions 
that some of the more famous extracts had brought up. Then | got to 
the ending. The fucking ending. A twist, truly! The last vignette in the 
book is titled HOW TO PROCEED: EMERGING WISDOM FROM THE 
WOMEN. It is as follows: 


‘The faggots and their friends and the women who love women can 
keep the men off balance for a long time by subtly, but continually, 
changing their identities. The men who are in charge of controlling it all 
find it difficult always to know how many of each kind there are and 
who they are. Each group can grow and shrink as the men’s changing 
ferociousness demands. 


But the mens viciousness will grow as their panic increases. They carry 
with them the knowledge always that there are enemies. And even when 
the men have trouble seeing the enemies clearly, they do not stop 
punishing. To punish, at random if necessary, is believed effective 
against the enemies. The faggots and their friends and the women who 
love women know that for a while they can find some safety in the 
confusion they can create. They have some time to develop the 
resources to survive. 


Yet at some point, collectively, they will begin to know that the men will 
continue as long as they continue. They can play with the men’s 
categories to try to neutralise the men’s guns. Yet this will not make 
them free. They begin to know, from the inside, that they cannot be free 
until this dance is stopped. The men will not stop for they have nothing 
else to do. This dance brings the men riches, power and fame and they 
will keep it going as long as they are able. The faggots and their 
friends and the women who love women can, they begin to know, stop 
and do no-thing. That is something for them to do. 


They will begin slowly to move their energy from the men's deathly 
dance to a stillness. No movement and high invisible energy will be 
their goal. They will begin slowly. They will fast a few days ata time 
until they do not need to eat unless they want to eat. They will put 
aside, from time to time, their magic substances until they do not need 
their magic substances and take them only when they want to. They will 
begin to abstain from sex to rest from the exhausting chase and get. 
They will stop flirting and seducing until they no longer need another 
warm body to feel real. Then they can make love when they want to. As 
what they need decreases, their activity decreases. 
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They will then be close to doing no-thing and therefore close to not 
being what the men created them to be. They will cease to be other and 
the men will begin to fear for their own sanity. The men's needs are 
strong and overwhelming. They need the faggots and their friends in 
order to know who they are not. But the faggots and their friends will 
no longer need the men. They can sit and produce high, invisible love 
energy or they can do anything. But they will not need. And when the 
faggots and their friends cease being the faggots and their friends, the 
deathly dance of the men will begin to wane and a new dance will begin 
to emerge. Then the third revolutions will engulf us all.’ 


(my reaction when | first read this) 


WHAT 


THE 
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FUCK? 


Ok, so, there’s a lot to unpack and uh...a lot to talk about. | think, 
throughout the passages in the book, there has been a rather 
consistent implication that the Men, despite their waning power, have 
been a dominant force for some time - enough time that the period 
before this when the faggots and their friends were free is a ‘faint 
memory’ that ‘lives in the faggots bones’ and ‘appears at night when 
the bones are quietest’. Therefore, this memory of freedom before the 
Men were created (in the passage where it describes this memory - 
THE FAGGOT VERSION - it also describes how the men came to be, 
from faggots who showed a ‘dis-ease’, and began to indulge in violence 
and destruction and domination) - exists more in a loose and illusionary 
sense. 


Therefore, we can infer that the interrelationship between the men and 
the faggots has existed for a long, long time. Perhaps an 
indeterminable amount of time. And this passage describes this 
relationship, how the faggots can ‘keep the men off balance for a long 
time by subtly, but continually, changing their identities’ - in affect, 
within the oppressive conditions that the faggots have developed 
themselves under, they know how to keep themselves ‘safe’, how to 
survive. However, what is important is that the men behave in a way 
that is relatively disconnected to if the faggots are actually existing or 
not existing - just the knowledge that they are there, somewhere, 
causes ‘the men’s viciousness to grow as their panic increases’ - 
thereby hurting whoever is there, irregardless of their relationship to 
the faggots. 


It makes me think of the ways in which our media climate behaves with 
hostility towards transgender people, and how you can somewhat easily 
define a relationship between trans visibility within liberal contexts and 
trans hate and violence in both the media and real, lived experience. In 
many ways, visibility and being ‘known’ can just bring violence closer to 
home, which while not an indictment of the important work being done 
to move the rights of trans people forward in progressive ways, serves 
as an important reminder of how far ‘visibility’ can go and the 
consequences it can bring. 


This is not to lay the blame for the conditions on anyone else but the 
men, however. In the case of the faggots, the men ‘punish, at random if 
necessary’ because ‘they believe [it is] effective against the enemies’. 
Under these conditions, the faggots and their friends can survive. As 
the book extensively covers, they have survived. They can ‘find some 
safety in the confusion they can create’. Some, but not all. For some, 
but not all. The conditions still exist. The faggots and their friends are 
not free. 


As we have covered, the supposed conditions for this freedom are ill- 
defined - the faggots themselves do not know what it is, and seem to 
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reject any serious call to define what exactly it is. They know it’s a 
move towards love. ‘They begin to know, from the inside, that they 
cannot be free until this dance is stopped. The men will not stop for 
they have nothing else to do. This dance brings the men riches, power 
and fame and they will keep it going for as long as they are able.’ 


What Mitchell is inferring here is quite clear. In an almost Joker- 
Batman sort-of-way, the men depend on the faggots for their sources of 
production, their ‘riches’. What kind of riches? In the context of the 
book, we can infer that the faggots give the men the energy to 
dominate, much as the faggots being the Men’s point of origin gave 
them the energy to dominate back then. But outside of this ill-defined 
fiction, in the context of the real world (which the book and Mitchell 
himself as a writer is not shy at all to point to and let you know he is 
pointing towards), we can make our own connections. In my opinion, 
queer people have been sources of continual knowledge production 
forever. In contemporary art, particularly contemporary art in the city | 
have practised it the most in - Glasgow - queer people make up the 
backbone of anything radical, anything interesting, and anything new. 
What is developed in the club is always taken out of the club. What was 
learned in the darkness is taken into the light. 


Yet, what | witnessed in art school, what | witnessed outside of art 
school is that at the end of the day, the same people - cis, straight, 
white, middle-class, are at the top of the hierarchy, dictating who is 
programmed, who is not, who is allowed into courses and programmes, 
who is not. They are the ones who push for ‘inclusivity’ whilst upholding 
the conditions that require said push - and as such our societies and 
mutually connected communities remain fragmented, and segregated. 
It's fucked up, but it’s also normal, and fine | guess, and the way it is, 
and the way it - | do think, unfortunately - it will always be. 


My experiences at Art School have not left me with much hope. The 
other is always the other and if it ceases to be the other, then it ceases 
to be other and people want you to be other, to step into your 
otherness because your otherness in these contexts is valuable. 


You can’t help but feel, feeling and acting within it, that it is an 
impossible paradigm, one that has you - in the heat of the moment and 
the anger of the moment - fighting for positions you don’t even want, 
control you don’t even desire, just because you think someone else 
perhaps shouldn't have it. And if everyone doesn’t want it, but wants 
someone else to have it, who is going to take it? Of course the people 
that want it, that feel it within their bodies and bones that they deserve 
it, and were raised with the knowledge on how to grasp it, the 
knowledge deep within that they are part of the dominating force and 
always will be no matter how ‘queer-aligned’ they identify. It’s fucked 
up, and impossible to act within, and it’s the way it is, and | think it’s 
valuable to know, even though it doesn’t seem like something someone 
(like me lol) can just tell you and you just believe them, but another 
thing which is felt and re-felt 
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So, under these material conditions, the faggots survive. But, they 
come to be unsatisfied in this survival. Some people say surviving is 
not living, and | wonder about that and its accuracy but | understand 
the central logic. That carceral conditions, no matter how they show 
themselves, do not free anyone. Nobody is free unless everyone is 
free, and all that. 


The faggots speculate, they ‘begin to know’ - it is unclear how they 
know, they just seem to come across this knowledge inexplicably, 
perhaps produce it themselves, which might deposit it into more 
speculative territory that ‘the men will continue as long as they 
continue’. Perhaps they feel the shared co-dependence they are 
implied to have upon one another. They wonder how to stop the dance, 
the dependency, the cycle that it seemingly implies. What they realise 
they can do is ‘stop and do no-thing’. Not nothing, no thing. No action, 
no movement, no more knowledge production, no more innovation, no 
more treasure, no more reproduced violence, no more art, no more 
‘scratch’ performances and 10-minute slots, no more open calls. Just... 
no-more. 


This nothing is described as ‘something for them to do’, which we can 
infer it to be a process that takes much more labour and energy than 
the description of ‘nothing’ implies. It is a task, and like most tasks, 
requires discipline and action and attention. It requires stillness. 
Remember how Ruben in Sound Of Metal reacted when being told to 
find stillness, to do nothing? He screamed. It's harder than it looks. 


| love this next part, both because it seems so revelatory and 
connected to my own personal journeys and also just because it’s very 
layered and poetic and just...wise. The process of ‘no-thing’ ‘begins 
slowly...no movement and high invisible energy will be their goal’. It’s a 
slow process, it takes time, | additionally suggest that this is perhaps 
not a linear process - it goes back and forth, requiring actions that 
occur ‘a few days at a time’ which at some point achieve the desired 
result. These including fasting, ingesting magic substances, sex, 
flirting and seducing. 


This passage describes the process of abstinence, and outlines the 
transformational politic that abstinence can actually serve as a 
generative tool to help you more acutely define your relationship to 
these things - ie: ‘they will put aside...their magic substances until they 
do not need their magic substances and take them only when they want 
to’, ‘they will...abstain from sex....then they can make love when they 
want to’ 


There is some really important, similarly transformational (for me, at 
least) chapters in Adrienne Marie Brown’s Pleasure Activism that have 
helped me to define and explore this politic of abstinence at a time 
where | really needed it. One of these is called ‘Strategic Celibacy’ 
which | can Brown’s words can be a response to ‘politically regressive 
routes of desire’. She defines Celibacy as ‘intentionally refraining from 
sexual relations...it can include not cultivating sexual energy with 
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others’ and that ‘to use celibacy as part of our strategy to dismantle 
patriarchy, we must have a clear goal, a clear intention, a clear 
practice’ and outlines that the focus in this is to ‘grow our desires to 
align more closely with our dignity’ 


When | read this chapter, on 28/12/20, | wrote in the blank space at the 
end of the chapter in response to several questions Brown posed for 
willing celibates: 


‘Why? | do not perceive my desires and my reality as aligned and am 
curious about this thread. How long? Until | feel excited about a 
situation, aligned with it and safe, no set time but aim for 6 months.’ 


It is the 27th May, 2021 now. | have had sex since then. | don’t think | 
even got close to my suggested time of 6 months. But even pursuing 
this practice, learning about it and integrating it into my life in order to 
align my desires with my dignity (a goal that really spoke to me, and 
very much is something | want to continually do, having had many 
sexual experiences that feel...undignified, to say the least), brought up 
some interesting questions and toolkits. | was able to reflect more 
deeply when | had experiences that were unsatisfying, and be able to 
position myself in a dignified way to tell those people that | did not 
want to pursue those encounters any further. | was more careful about 
pursuing authentic experiences, and even now still feel that the sort of 
sexual experiences | want right now require more safety and 
preparation and authenticity than | would have desired 2 years ago. So, 
in a way, | am forever transformed and pursuing further transformation 
by this knowledge, and very much can see how the same would benefit 
the faggots. 


But this is not the goal of the faggots in this ending. They do not want 
to practice celibacy or abstinence so they can do these things with 
more purpose in the future. While that is described as the gift that 
these things can bring, they are not the end purposes. What is the goal 
is to do ‘no-thing’, is to be ‘no-thing’. They are in effect, working for 
their own annihilation. Here the implied inter-relationship between The 
Faggots and The Men becomes clear. As the Faggots ‘cease to be 
other’, The Men ‘begin to fear for their own sanity’. 


Their world becomes unmoored, and their experiences become unclear, 
and their foundations and mental stability start to become shaky. It’s 
extraordinarily interesting to see this happen. And when this happens, 
when the faggots and friends essentially annihilate themselves, become 
‘invisible’ and without ‘need’, what happens is: 


‘the faggots and their friends cease being the faggots and their friends, 
the deathly dance of the men will begin to wane and a new dance will 
begin to emerge. Then the third revolution will engulf us all’. 


Firstly, this reading is complicated as not much finality is deposited in 
these last segments. Only suggestions and intonations. We do not know 
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if The Men fully wane, fully fade out, only that they ‘begin to wane’ - 
one could argue, they have been in a state of waning, of fading out, of 
falling apart, for the entire book, so this state is perhaps no different. 


Secondly, that this is not the third revolution, but the lead-up to it, and 
‘then the third revolutions will engulf us all’. So therefore, while the 
plot twist in this ending is very much that this is a necessary act to 
bring about the third revolution, it is not the actual revolution itself. 
That is still coming. 


Despite this, | am still inspired, cathartic, complicated, pondering, 
making my mind up already, thinking, rethinking, and honestly just 
feeling really fucking satisfied by this notion. I’m not sure if it's clear or 
not having made your way through this work, but | have been thinking a 
lot about nihilism, a certain type of personal anti-natalism, maybe a 
distinct fatalism, generally just the idea of working towards your own 
annihilation. This is a lot in part due to my own personal 
circumstances, but also a genuine, felt, acceptance when it comes to a 
lot of things that go on in the world and in the worlds | have been a 
part of. 


The original title of this publication was ‘THE ONLY WAY TO EXIST IS 
TO NOT EXIST’ but nobody who | showed it to could really grasp that 
title. | thought that was funny, because there was a part of me that felt 
- a bit rudely, perhaps - that people who still felt a desire to exist 
couldn't possibly grasp that - that the idea of working for your own non- 
existence, moving towards your own death, or your own ego-death at 
least, was such an unknown concept to people who were in profound 
affect and receipt of their own life. But the titling, and the inquiry itself, 
was also interesting to me because it felt like a direct contradiction - in 
that it deposited a central question - in that if you spent time and 
energy affirming your own non-existence, are you in fact affirming your 
own existence? 


So lam really interested by what it means, in the faggots context at 
least, to break the cycle, the ‘dance’ in this way. They imply that 
without action, it is endless, it will go on forever and ever and ever. 
The ending raises questions as to weather peace can truly be achieved 
through these means, and stops short of saying that they even work, 
but implies something that - for queer people at least - seems to be a 
learned and fully embodied concept that only seems to grow as we 
move further and further into the anthropocene and all the systemic and 
personalised complications that come with it - that nobody is free until 
all of us is free, and that not all of us can be free. 


What exactly do we do with that? 
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Maybe it's over 
And maybe it's not 





And your clothes are still in my drawers 

Like you're haunting my home 

I'd be amazed if you walked through those doors 
Like "Hey, how's it going?" 


But you haven't come over 
Maybe I'm dumb, but you can't choose your love like 
a phone number 





Is it how it's gonna be 
Is it how it's gonna be? 
Is it how it's gonna be? 
Is it how it's gonna be? 
Is it how it's gonna be? 
Is it how it's gonna be? 
Is it how it's gonna be? 
How it's gonna be 


King Princess - lsobel’s Moment 
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MY FAVOURITE PART 
OF ALL OF THAT WAS 
WHEN HE SAID ‘FOR 
THE PURPOSES OF 
CLARITY’ AND THEN 
PROCEED TO JUMP 
STRAIGHT INTO ALL 
THE THINGS THAT 
MADE IT UNCLEAR. 


BUT 


LIKE 


LETS BE REAL, 


UR GONNA READ MY SHIT 


MAYBE U EVEN HAVE 2 
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IM GETTING WORKED UP AGAIN. IM GETTING TIRED AGAIN. 
RADICAL INTERVENTION. MY BRAIN REJECTS 
CONSISTENCY. HOW WILL | EVER THRIVE? 


| HAVE ALREADY CONCLUDED THAT 
SELF CARE MIGHT BE THE THING THAT 
LEADS YOU TO YOUR ANNIHILATION, 
BUT I’M WILLING TO EXPLORE 


ITS HONESTLY BEEN A WHILE SINCE | 
PUT ANYTHING IN MY ASSHOLE. 


PRETENTIOUS 
(LOL) TWADDLE 
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MARK AGUHAR, THE CALLOUT QUEEN, 
1987-2012 


The previous text-based interventions you just read were my work, of 
my thoughts and feelings, but written in the style and heavily 
influenced by the life and work of artist Mark Aguhar - who Wikipedia 
labels as an ‘American activist, writer and multimedia fine artist’ and 
who she labelled herself as the ‘calloutqueen’ and who | would consider 
(and would like to demonstrate in this following text) as a caustic 
interventionist who’s auto-ethnographic endeavours continue to 
influence from beyond the grave. 


From the outside, | think it’s important for me to say that some things 
that | think are plainly obvious to anyone who knows me who really are 
the only people | imagine who will be reading this text and | think are 
particularly important given the very specific context of her work - that 
this is a white person’s reading of her work, and while | have produced 
tributes and representations to her work and littered them throughout 
this publication to produce a more fully embodied analysis of her work - 
they are only that. Tributes and Representations. Mere Mirages. 


It felt extremely freeing to access the cultural flippancy that informed 
her practice - and it is a freedom | have not earnt, and will not earn. | 
feel connected to her in many ways beyond this, we are both fat, soft, 
queer artists and performers. She died when she was 24 - only a year 
older than me. A majority of her works concern her sexual desire for 
white masculinity - in a different context, you could argue the same 
context (white supremacy) | understand that desire deeply. | read her 
artist statement and | feel elated, hopeful and full of despair. It also 
feels extraordinarily - perhaps this is my own ego speaking through me 
at this moment - like something that | would write. | wonder if it is our 
shared fat identity that provides this connection, creating speculative 
futures that are very much imbued with this idea of exploring the 
‘structural forms of domination against your body’ - imbued with 
experiences of disaffect, of passivity, of unacknowledgment. 


On her tumblr, entitled Blogging for Brown Gurls, she wrote this to 
describe her work and practice: 


My work is about visibility. My work is about the fact that I'm a 
genderqueer person of color fat femme fag feminist and | don't really 
know what to do with that identity in this world. It's that thing where 
you grew up learning to hate every aspect of yourself and unlearning 
all that misery is really hard to do. It's that thing where you kind of 

regret everything you've ever done because it's so complicit with white 
hegemony. It's that thing where you realise that your own attempts at 
passive aggressive manipulation and power don't stand a chance 
against the structural forms of domination against your body. It's that 
thing where the only way to cope with the reality of your situation is to 
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pretend it doesn't exist; because flippancy is a privilege you don't own 
but you're going to pretend you do anyway." 
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TD RATHER BE BEAUTIFUL 
THAN MALE 7 


MY LOVE.my 
STRENGTH 
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31ST OCT 2011 


I LEARNED 
NOT TO FEAR 
PHYSICAL 
UGLINESS A 
LONG TIME AGO, 
AND AM ONLY 
BEGINNING TO 
UNDERSTAND 
THE POTENTIAL 
OF EMOTIONAL 
UGLINESS. 


THESE ARE THE AXES: 
1 

BODIES ARE INHERENTLY VALID 
2 

REMEMBER DEATH 

3 

BE UGLY 

4 

KNOW BEAUTY 

5 

IT IS COMPLICATED 

6 

EMPATHY 

7 

CHOICE 


8 
RECONSTRUCT, REIFY 


9 
RESPECT, NEGOTIATE 
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17TH JAN 2011 


LITANIES TO MY HEAVENLY 
BROWN BODY (CONT): 


BLESSED ARE THE SISSIES 

BLESSED ARE THE BOI DYKES 

BLESSED ARE THE PEOPLE OF COLOR MY BELOVED KITH 
AND KIN 


BLESSED ARE THE TRANS 

BLESSED ARE THE HIGH FEMMES 

BLESSED ARE THE SEX WORKERS 

BLESSED ARE THE AUTHENTIC 

BLESSED ARE THE DIS-IDENTIFIERS 

BLESSED ARE THE GENDER ILLUSIONISTS 

BLESSED ARE THE NON-NORMATIVE 

BLESSED ARE THE GENDERQUEERS 

BLESSED ARE THE KINKSTERS 

BLESSED ARE THE DISABLED 

BLESSED ARE THE HOT FAT GIRLS 

BLESSED ARE THE WEIRDO-QUEERS 

BLESSED IS THE SPECTRUM 

BLESSED IS CONSENT 

BLESSED IS RESPECT 

BLESSED ARE THE BELOVED WHO I DIDN'T DESCRIBE, I 
eae WILL LEARN TO DESCRIBE AND RE- 
AMEN 


10TH MAR 2012 | 39 NOTES 


INSATIABLE HUNGER 


10TH MAR 2012 | 393 NOTES 








LOL WHITE MEN BORE ME 


In Caleb Luna’s work Our Beautiful Gainer Goddess: Mark Aguhar on 
Race, Size and Power Exchange, they write on one of her many works 
that explored ‘passive aggressive manipulation and power’ - a video 
entitled ‘daddy loves feeding me treats’. Luna says that ‘the artist 
manipulates the fat social-sexual-racial bottom position in a fantasy 
scene of power exchange through feeding and being fed’, in which she 
sat on the floor of her artist studio, being fed doughnuts one by one by 
an anonymous muscled, white-presenting figure. 


Luna writes further on this, using Roy Perez’s (a close friend of 
Aguhar) reflections that Aguhar’s work often ‘basked in the problem of 
desiring whiteness while whiteness as a social and political ideology is 
simultaneously critiqued’. Further on, Roy adds that “As part ofa 
practice of radical disclosure that shapes her antiracist thinking and 
theorizing, her online writing narrates her attraction to white 
masculinity (in particular),” while her visual work often becomes the 
terrain through which these attractions are grappled”. 


| find this fascinating, as it speaks to a level of embodiment and 
understanding that is able - to employ a tired, but relevant adage - be 
able to critique the thing and be the thing. | am fascinated by this 
notion, and how it tied into a piece of writing on her work that | also 
found deeply influential in relation to Aguhar’s life and practice - James 
McMasters paper ‘Revolting Self-Care: Mark Aguhar’s Virtual 
Separatism’. 


In this essay, McMaster explores his argument that ‘Aguhar’s social 
media-based performance offers an urgent model of minotorian self- 
care’. He references Aguhar’s tumblr persona - the callout queen - in 
this ‘urgent model’ writing ‘To uplift Aguhar as a standard-bearer of a 
certain kind of self-care is to challenge caricatures of the 
practice...that render all self-care as a private, individualist act lacking 
in political potential’. This statement - that Aguhar’s urgent 
interventions through her online persona acted as a form of self-care, 
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that had deep political potential - echo’s a famous quote of Audre 
Lordes in which she said - “Caring for myself is not self-indulgence, it 
is self-preservation, and that is an act of political warfare.” 


Warfare is an important term, as it outlines the stakes involved in such 
acts in a deeply racist society. Within this concept of ‘self-care’ (later 
defined in the essay as revolting self-care, that is, to revolt and 
simultaneously be revolting - a term also employed by Kathleen 
LeBasco in her book Revolting Bodies: The Struggle to Redefine Fat 
Identity, and with similar connotations, as a model for minotorian 
practices of care and affect), Aguhar - as the self-proclaimed callout 
queen, was an obvious participant in callout culture. This is framed by 
Perez as a practice of ‘critical flippancy’ - for example, when an 
anonymous poster on her tumblIr wrote: “You look like a whale, ok?’, 
Aguhar reposted it and commented: “U LOOK LYK A WHALE OK” and 
McMaster comments on this, saying ‘She performs mastery over 
internet communications aesthetics as a way to mark the internet as 
her territory, her safer space. It is a response that seems to suggest 
that Aguhar views her online assailant not only as a bad person, but a 
boring one as well.’ 


Later on, McMaster frames Aguhar, in her interactions with callout 
culture, as a practitioner of Parresia - a concept that Foucault speaks 
of in his work The Government of the Self and Others, writing “one 
cannot attend to oneself, take care of oneself, without a relationship to 
another person. And the role of this other is precisely to tell the 
truth...and to tell it in a certain form which is precisely parresia”. This 
word derives from Ancient Greece, and usually is translated to mean 
‘boldness’, ‘free-speech’ or “free spokenness”. 


Foucault viewed Parresia as a critical performance in modern, and 
indeed ancient society, and as a performative experience that, in action 
means ‘the person who tells the truth throws the truth throws the truth 
in the face of his interlocutor, a truth which is so violent, so abrupt and 
said in such a peremptory and definitive way that the person facing him 
can only fall silent, or choke with fury, or change to a different 
register’. Lorde, in particular, was a famous parresiac - with some of 
her most famous essays and works having been delivered to lecture 
halls full of white people, directly addressing her oppressors. 


If we use these terms to form our understanding of parresia as a 
historic, and culturally defined behaviour in our society (which, ina 
society that faces increasing structural inequality such as ours, so 
often falls to the minotorian subject; that is, the one who is in need of 
the parresia), we must also explore what this definition does to inform 
it’s successor, callout culture itself. As McMaster writes: ‘the callout is 
a descendent of parresia, it is always parreiastic’. Callouts, as they are 
culturally informed and constructed, are conducted on online space. 
They are often against corporations, organisations, institutions, and 
when they are directed to people, are directed at them because they 
are representative of an institution or organisation. 
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As the culture of callouts grows, so does the supposed ‘resistance’ 
against it. This community of ‘anti-cancellers’ - often similarly 
positioned in virtual space, positions callouts as destructive, that they 
badly influence mental health, they allow an ‘affective public’ to 
become ultimate arbiters of justice, and as such repeat or reproduce 
the broad carceral culture that our society is defined by and 
constructed within. I’m not saying they are wrong. But McMaster writes 
‘Callouts are rarely polite, rarely soft, rarely easy to receive. As such, 
critique levelled in the form of a parresiac callout may become the 
target of tone policing. Or else, such critique might seem rhetorically or 
effectively out of scale, irrational, apart from reality, or excessive’ 


This subject, often, but not always other, whose complaints might seem 
‘out of scale, irrational, apart from reality or excessive’ is named by 
Sara Ahmed as a ‘feminist killjoy’, a figure who becomes a problem by 
exposing a problem, an ‘affect alien’ alienated from others by an 
inappropriate affective response to a naturalised system of oppression. 
Inappropriate. We can infer this to mean - it’s not normally how this is 
done. How it’s handled. 


Earlier in this publication, | spoke on how cults that had developed with 
AA support groups had wielded large amounts of control over their 
members by positioning the work they were doing as ‘greater than 
themselves’. | also explored how this term ‘greater than yourself’, the 
‘greater than’ being a ‘higher power’, the ‘kingdom of god’ some would 
say - has both moments of affective benefit and also the potential for 
harm, abuse, and inevitability, complaint. 


What happens when structures like this, devoid of the performative 
‘complaints procedure’ that an institution might have (that is also being 
constantly re-amended, being retrofitted, reconstructed in response to 
complaints and the perceived ‘shutting down’ amid subsequent public 
embarrassment that complaint can bring) are in need of parresia, of 
callout? 


| don’t know, but | know this. | Know being an ‘affect alien’ is no fun 
whatsoever. | know this from having been on both sides of a ‘callout’, 
of interventions, of caustic moments, that ’affect aliens’ can be formed 
on either side. | know that, from my earlier writing on cults with AA 
groups, that ‘cults of personality’ can often form - in many cases, but 
not always, led by the cult of personality itself, acting as a defence 
mechanism around the organisation itself. 


| know how strong these links can be, and that when McMaster speaks 
on how ‘callouts are rarely polite, rarely soft, rarely easy to receive’, 
he provides an essential glimpse into the stakes involved in the act of 
Parresia - and that if we use Aguhar’s innovations to construct her self- 
identified position as ‘the callout queen’ as one of ultimate and ‘urgent' 
self-care, we can also assume this: That caring for yourself in this way 
is rarely polite, rarely soft and rarely easy to receive - and | would go 
as far as to say that receiving a callout is also a form of minotorian 
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self-care, that which cares for the collective, the health and wellbeing 
of all involved, even when it becomes ‘rarely polite, rarely soft’. 


In my own experiences performing Parresia (which have not been 
particularly prolific in my life, and can only really be boiled down to a 
few moments, one moment in particular that has reverberated 
throughout the years, creating profound affect that hugely informs this 
work), | can tell you that the collective was the primary concern. 


‘So it can’t happen to anybody else’ and all that. 


This is not something that mainstream notions of ‘self-care’ ie: hot 
baths and tea before bedtime, tell you. In my experience, when hurt 
and disaffect and alienation as given to those who do the ‘callout’, as 
well as those who are ‘called in’, then we get to notions of revenge and 
rage. These notions are not located within the act of Parresia itself, 
rather by the profound affect that whatever requires said Parresia can 
bring and | believe, in my personal experiences within institutions, that 
this is so often positioned by the building itself (a monolithic structure, 
who’s rules are dictated by people you never meet until you find 
yourself in breach of them) as the only acceptable option - and that for 
callouts, parresia and the transformative possibilities both can bring to 
really flourish, we must stop doing this dance with the institutions 
themselves, and end our codependency with those who enforce 
dysregulation and dysfunction within these very normal functionings of 
our shared society and who our actions are almost always defined 
against. The only way to exist is to not exist, and all that. 


In this way, | am inspired by Aguhar’s work, and the extensive 
knowledge production that has occurred after her untimely death. | 
wanted to use this writing to question the notion of ‘self-care’, this 
notion of confrontation and continual exploration/production that led 
her to her own untimely death, but on reflection, through her work and 
embodied practice, she feels very much alive and living still. 


You only have to get online to see. 
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Obituary 


Audre Lorde, who died on November 
17th, 1992. 58 years old. 





Larry Mitchell, who died on December 
26th 2012. 72 years old. 


Mark Aguhar, who died on March 12th, 
2012. 24 years old. 


me, learning what it means to live and to 
die. remember death. 
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The only way to exist is to not exist. 
What | mean by this is 
The only possible relationship to being alive 

To caring for yourself 

Is by throwing yourself 
Into the chaos, the mess, the dust, the dirt, the lack of inspiration. 
| felt more alive this afternoon then | do this evening. 
When did that change? 
| wonder if Mark, Audre, Larry and the rest of the faggots, 
Really ever worked out how to care for themselves 
How to hold themselves with tenderness 
How to affirm their deepest needs 
How to sit with pain, and mess, and hurt. 
Some people say it killed Audre, 
It certainly killed Mark 
| don’t really know about Larry, 
Me, it might have killed already 
But what is death 
If not a door, 
a sextet. 
And what is existence 


But a route to non-existence? 
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PEACE. 


| told you at the introduction that | didn’t know what the conclusion 
would be just yet. | had hoped that | would have it figured out slightly 
more than | do coming to the conclusion, really, but fuck it, | guess. 
Time to go ahead. Get a move on. | hoped you would have seen the film 
that | made ahead of reading this, but you also might be reading this 
and then planning to, or maybe you stumbled onto this browsing your 
obscure corners of the internet and are wondering who the hell | am 
and what the point I’m trying to make is. 


What | see it as is this: | see the two as two very different strands of 
the same moment in time, the same theory and the same practice - 
that is, one is everything that is in my head, and one is what happens 
when | let those things go and move out of my head and into my body. 


Both are based in a site - for the purposes of a university assessment, 
my family garden, for the purposes of myself a subject who has 
experienced great trauma, the site is the body and the mind. | see all of 
these as different expressions of my corporeality. This corporeality has 
been one of recovery and healing, of expression and contradiction, of 
the will to live and the will to fade both being possible. Rejecting the 
pornographic (in some ways) and embracing the erotic. ITS OK TO NOT 
WANT TO EXIST, AS LONG AS YOUR STILL EXISTING is somewhat of 
a contradiction, or complication itself that sums up these competing 
behaviours in my brain and body. What is the value in existing, whilst 
affirming your desire for non-existence, and how does this become a 
liberatory practice, and what is liberation anyway? 


If you're just coming here, know you're just as valued in this space as 
anybody else. Lol. Anyway, | think it’s important to first say that none 
of this would be possible, or at least likely, without my incredible 
mentor ship, by glasgow-based artist mele broomes. At all turns, you 
have been gentle, kind, inquisitive, keen and I'm grateful for your faith 
in me and willingness to take a turn into the tender with me. Quite 
frankly, it’s been nice to work without any sort of pretension or bullshit, 
and you have inspired me to give more of a shit than | was normally 
planning to. Much appreciated! You were recommended by a very dear 
friend of mine, and | felt their spirit in every sharing, every piece of 
text | wrote and every leap of faith | made. It’s not much but its pretty 
major, tbh. 


And you, on your perilous little journey through the strangeness that is 
the www, | would like you to know | guess that this work has an 
accompanying film that will be linked below, and both of these were 
made in the remnants of what | would term a ‘deep personal and 
collective crisis’ that has left stronger people then me deeply and 
eternally wounded. Because this work is being made within the confines 
of an institution in which said crisis occurred, | will refrain from going 
into it any deeper than that. But just know, strangeness is never too far 
around the corner and neither is danger. It’s been a hard five years, 
that has taken more from me than | actually thought | had, which | 
guess means it turned out alright? and I’m left now with a series of 
Page 76 of 80 


contradictions, that feeling that ‘) have nothing left’ might mean you 
have gained more then you lost, that ‘! want to die’ might mean you are 
perilously, fiercely alive and that ‘/’m quitting art’ might mean you have 
accepted deep down in your body that art will be the driving force of 
the rest of your life. Whatever that means. 


| thought | would end this by theorising some more about death, and 
how it informed my life and the beginning of my healing. But | think I’ve 
said all | need to say about that. | feel like this might be my last piece 
of ‘contemporary performance’, or at least my last work that can be 
rigidly defined within this sub-genre. | first came into this genre ata 
time in my life where | felt so different from everyone around me, 
desperate for community and hungry to be loved. | was obsessed with 
Lady Gaga’s ARTPOP, itself a deeply frenzied and iconically unstable 
foray into performance art, and that led me to Marina Abramovic 

and the rest of it. It’s ironic - so fucking ironic - that Gaga herself 
describes the album as ‘desperate, in pain...like heart surgery’, and | 
gladly followed her into the pain. When | came here, | made some of 
the deepest connections i have ever made, and then found a similarly 
deep connection to certain substances, which makes me mourn a lot of 
this time. | wish | could have done a lot better at a lot of different 
things. | wonder if there is some version of me that held it together, 
became the things that | so desperately thought i could be. 


| moved back home 2 days before | started this project. My nephews 
had forgotten my voice, and | missed hearing English accents. My 
mother and father were missing me. | missed me. When my friends left 
me and my community left me, i realised that those things were, while 
good, not satisfactory for me. They were not whole, maybe could never 
be whole, | craved permanent structures and secure attachments - the 
kind that sober living can bring. | realise that queer community - or at 
least the kind that is intrinsically connected to capitalism, the dance 
floor and all the spaces in between- is built on a tower of shifting sand, 
and its never meant to last. | miss all of those people too though, and 
I’m sad that I’ve become another one who has disappeared. | wish | 
could have said goodbye and | wish you would have heard me. 


| think in the future i would like to make films, or write screenplays at 
least. When | was 14 or 15, | wanted to write a book but | didn’t know 
what to write about. My father told me i had to go ‘live some life’ and 
then | would know what to write about. | can safely say | think I’ve done 
that. Im 23 and full of grief - for myself, for the love | can’t express, for 
the love i have expressed and was unmet, and for the love that was 
deeply, deeply met. For all the times I’ve said no and all the times | 
said yes. | still have one more work to make - my 3rd attempt at a 
degree show, over a year since when | was supposed to be graduating. 
| think it will be an adventure game, a choice-based story about a boy 
who wakes up on an island, and has the choice to go forward or 
backwards in time with a fun secret ending after you go down both 
paths. The point | want to make is this - both are needed to advance, 
both are held, both are present. And neither path is clear. neither is 
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sufficient and neither is impressionable. | thought | was going forward 
and in reality | was going backwards. 

Going backwards has been the real source of energy, | think. 

Through the ocean and out again. 


With peace, 


But really, with the incredible and loosely defined notion of... 


GOODBYE. 
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